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is proud to announce our 


Guests of Honour 





Diane Duane 
Neil Gaiman 
Baibara Hambly 
Peter Morwood 


Фа the Mighty 


Guest Artist 


Graham Higgins 


and welcomes Richard Christian Matheson and the many other 
authors and artists at this convention and a special welcome to 
our visiting scientists. 


Sou’ Wester breaks with tridition by not having a personal greet- 
ing from the Chairman here. Instead, this simple message: 


“The committee and staff of Sou’ Wester may have 
planned and run this convention, but the con belongs 
to its members. We доре you enjoy it.” 


Our thanks to all — fans, pros, authors, artists, publishers, ad- 
vertisers, rainhat makers, all those who are helping at Sou’ Wester 
in ways however large or small, and to the management and 
staff of the Adel phi Hotel. 


Tremendous thanks to allour contributors. 


David V Barrett - Editor 
Chris Bell - Production Editor 


Typeset & Printed by Kall Kwik Centre 1182, 
90 Whiteladies Road, Clifton, Bristol, Avon BS8 2QN 
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WHAT’S HAPPENING 
IN SCIENCE FICTION TODAY? 


Find out in the BSFA. 


The British Science Fiction Association keeps you up to date with 
everything that's going on in the world of SF. 


It gives you news of what books are coming up – and reviews of what 
books are just out. 


It features in-depth articles on every aspect of SF — and fascinating 
interviews with the world's leading writers. 


It provides up-to-the-minute coverage of magazines and films, 
conventions and fanzines. 


In fact, it's the one place to turn to find out out where SF is today – and 
where it's going to be tomorrow. 


The BSFA gives you 6 issues of the critical journal Vector, 6 issues of the 


news magazine Matrix and 3 issues of the writers’ magazine Focus 
every year FOR ONLY £15 


THE BRITISH SCIENCE FICTION ASSOCIATION 


Find out more about SF today. Write to BSFA Membership Secretary, 
27 Albemarle Drive, Grove, Wantage, Oxon OX12 0BN 


Or see us in the book room - and try your luck in the great BSFA 
tombola. 








Peter Morwood 





Diane Duane 


Neil Gaiman 


Barbara Hambly 


Starhawk of Wrynde speaks to | Rafferty Jones 


Barbara Hambly 


. "Barbara Hambly?” said Starhawk, former mercenary 
and current heroine of Hambly's Sun Wolf and Starhawk 
series. "Sure I know Barbara Hambly. And if you talk 
to her, let her know that I was not real pleased about 
getting a brain concussion in chapter two and going 
through nearly the entire latest book of the series with a 
headache." 


"I'm sure there were plot reasons for that," I said diplo- 
matically (the former mercenary lieutenant was armed). 
"Would you mind talking a little bit about how it is to 
work for her?" 


“Not in the least,” said Starhawk. We retreated to the 
coffee and candy machines in the corner of the Charac- 
ters’ Locker Room, and sat rather uncomfortably on the 
plastic chairs nearby. The coffee was terrible. "1 sup- 
pose] brought iton myself," she added, rubbing the back 
of her head. “I could have gone into Romances. They're 
less rough than action-adventure, but Holy Mother, have 
you ever tried to have a conversation with some of the 
men you meet there? And if l'd gone into straight 
historicals I suppose I'd have gotten killed. Say what 
you will about dealing with magic, at least it'll take care 
of injuries in record time and with no requirement for 
physical therapy afterwards." 


I was fascinated, and forgot all about the author whose 
name had acted as the password to get into the Locker 
Room in the first place. "You mean you have a choice?" 


"Well, more or less," said the Hawk. "At least coming 
out on the first book you do. 1 went into fantasy action- 
adventure because there was a good chance for it to turn 
into a series — another reason to avoid Romances, by 
the way, if you need any other reason besides those aw- 
ful Obligatory Rape scenes. If your series is popular 
they don't dare kill you off. Their publishers won't let 
them. Not," she added bitterly, "that the pay's any bet- 
ter. Do you realise how small a percentage of the royal- 
ties on a book goes to the characters themselves?" 


I shook my head. This was all new territory to me. 


"It's pitiful. Even people like Sherlock Holmes and 
Conan don't get that much, though Holmes started in- 
vesting in real estate right off the bat and after a hundred 
years the interest does build up. They're the lucky ones, 
because they're popular enough that when one author 
dies or quits, their series stays alive and sometimes they 
can renegotiate. And with a really strong series, second- 
aries like John Watson and Hikaru Sulu can sometimes 
get gigs on their own." 


She sipped her coffee. “Of course, that's a tricky propo- 





sition in itself, because the succeeding authors usually 
aren't as good as the original. I mean, you should see 
some of the crap Batman's had to put up with over the 
years. It’s a little frustrating working for Hambly be- 
cause she's got about five series going, which means my 
partner and I go a couple years between books, but I 
suspect that's better than an author who turns 'em out 
year after year and gets bored. A lot of the P.I.s have 
told me if they have to lose one more girlfriend to a se- 
rial killer, they'll send the author a letter-bomb." 


"Can they do that?" I asked. Characters don't like to be 
reminded about virtual vs. actual reality, so I didn't quite 
know what her reaction would be. 


"Sure they can.” Starhawk grinned. "See that gal over 
there?" I looked. She was tall, graceful, Italian-looking 
with dark, curly hair and a strong face, in desultory con- 
versation with a couple of Navajo tribal police. "After 
She got two boyfriends, a father, surrogate mother-fig- 
ure, and a sister all killed off, she paid off the computer- 
gremlins to crash her author's hard disc. It didn't keep 
her author from doing terrible things to her, but at least it 
gave her a couple of weeks' break." 


“Oh,” I said. "Oh dear.” I reconsidered my own adven- 
ture series about a stalwart Vietnam vet who opens a 
detective agency in Miami Beach when all his friends 
start getting Killed. 


"P.L.s have it rougher than we do anyway,” she went on. 
“They have to get beat up once per novel — it's in the 
standard contract. Sometimes two or three times. And 
in a long-running series the author keeps trying to top 
himself and it can get pretty scary — just ask Alex 
Delaware or Dave Robichaux. At least in fantasy you 
have magic to bail you out. Though they get to drive 
cars and ride airplanes, which makes up for a lot. Be- 
lieve me, covering four or five hundred miles of terri- 
tory on horseback while the author goes on about the 
scenery and the history of the world for the past two thou- 
sand years is something you only want to do once. 1 
don't see how Jean Auel’s characters stand it." 


“I see," I said. There certainly were a lot of big, tough- 
looking guys over in the Detective Section with band- 
aids and casts. Holmes wasn't in the locker-room — I'd 
been hoping to get a good look at him but, as Starhawk 
said, he works pretty regularly — but he had a big locker 
with his name on it, and I noticed the coffee machine 
also served several varieties of tea. 


"Do you pick which author you work for?" I asked. 


"Not exactly," said Starhawk, after a few moments' 
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thought. “I work Гог Hambly because we’ ve got things 
in common, though not as many as some people think. 
For one thing, | happen to know she faints at the sight of 
blood, and talks baby-talk to her dogs. But she’s had 
martial arts training, so she can, thank God, write a fight- 
scene without sounding ridiculous. And she's got a good 
grasp of background, so at least 1 get beat up in interest- 
ing places. That's a big complaint with the sword and 
sorcery crowd — all those damn roadside taverns are 
the same. And she does remember to write in lunch- 
breaks, which not all authors do. And she has a sense of 
humour." 


“15 that important?" 


“You try slogging through a trilogy of hundred-and- 
twenty-thousand-word novels in which no one cracks a 
joke or exhibits the smallest trace of irony.” 


“1 have," I said. I used to do reviews for Locus. 
“Its worse from the inside." 


I believed her. “So on the whole, Hambly’s a pretty good 
author to work for?" 








“Pretty much. She's only destroyed a couple of civilisa- 
tions that I know about — and one was in a Star Trek, so 
that doesn't really count — and she keeps both the sex 
and the violence within do-able bounds. | mean, no in- 
tercourse on galloping horses or anything. Of course, 
being the main hero's girlfriend is always a risk. You're 
just setting yourself up to get killed, kidnapped, or turned 
into a giant white slug like that English fellow did... But 
weirdly enough, ! trust her. Most of her characters do, 
which is unusual in this business. Things may get a little 
rough at times, but she does try to have happy endings. 
Believe me, a happy ending is all any character really 
wants.” 


Discs have a tendency to escape from envelopes. Full 
marks and very many thanks to the Bristol postman who 
found the disc containing the majority of this work lying 
loose at the bottom of his sack, and worked out to whom 
it should be delivered. 
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FANTAST (MEDWAY) LIMITED 


PO BOX 
CAMBS 
TEL: 


("OPERATION FANTAST" 


23 UPWELL WISBECH 
ENGLAND PE13 9BU 
(0945) 773576 


1947-1954, F(M)L 1954 onward) 


LOCUS Subscription Agent - and single copies supplied on standing order 


Magazine standing orders accepted for ANALOG, ASIMOV, F&SF, MZB's 
FANTASY Mag, INTERZONE, FOUNDATION, WEIRD TALES and others. 


Many back numbers available. 


Send your list of wants. 


CATALOGUE on request, includes new and used books and paperbacks, 
but not normally any comics, and only occasional "media" material. 


science Fiction and Barbara Hambly 


Caroline Mullan 


Barbara Hambly was born in 1951; her first book was 
published in 1982. Since then she has published three 
trilogies and two parts of a fourth, all marketed as fan- 
tasy, plus two fantasy novels and one historical adven- 
ture. There are also two Star Trek tie-ins, and two 
novelisations from the Beauty and the Beast TV series. 
Is she a fantasy writer, or an SF writer? 


The Clute/Nicholls Encyclopedia of Science Fiction 
(1993) spends three pages discussing definitions of SF 
before concluding that none is workable. The Concise 
Oxford Dictionary (1992) is bolder: “Fanciful fiction 
based on postulated scientific discoveries or envirommen- 
tal changes, frequently dealing with space travel, life on 
other planets, etc.” — not false, but not complete either. 
Damon Knight says: "Science fiction is what we point 
to when we say i." But who are “we”? “We” are the 
community that has an interest in and knowledge of SF. 
Each is defined in terms of the other. To avoid this re- 
cursion we must look at this community, but this is al- 
most as difficult as defining SF itself. “We” include devo- 
tees of a number of different, often overlapping, often 
ill-defined sub-genres. "We" are writers, publishers, crit- 
ics, editors of books, magazines and fanzines, buyers and 
readers of these... and organisers and members of SF 
conventions. “We” hold multitudes of differing and of- 
ten incompatible opinions as to who "we" are and what 
we would point at when saying science fiction. For ex- 
ample: in the past decade guests at British SF conven- 
lions have been as varied as Greg Benford, Marion 
Zimmer Bradley, Alasdair Grey, Thomas Disch, Angela 
Carter, Robert Holdstock, Terry Pratchett апа Doris 
Lessing. And now Barbara Hambly. 


One of the most marked characteristics of the SF field in 
the Eighties and Nineties has been the extent to which, 
as sub-genres have proliferated, rules previously formu- 
lated for distinguishing between works of SF and re lated 
genres have broken down. Writers nowadays pick and 
mix among the familiar building blocks of all the sub- 
genres to suit their own purposes; confusion is com- 


pounded by publishers’ (often apparently arbitrary) cat- - 


egorisation of the resulting books for commercial rea- 
sons. 


One of the reasons why Hambly's work is of interest is 
that it can be used to examine distinctions between some 
of these sub-genres. 


Hambly's work is primarily, and quite fairly, marketed 
as fantasy. She is also, however, a prime mixer of sub- 
genres, consistently leavening her "fantasy" with aspects 
commonly characteristic of both "horror" and "science 
fiction". 


Hambly sets her plots against two kinds of landscape. 
She mainly uses pseudo-medieval settings, with castles 
and walled cities, peasant farms and trackless wastes, 
haunted ruins and labyrinths where evil dwells. These 
are furnished with suitable animals and artifacts: drag- 
ons, horses, swords, jewels and the like; and suitably 
populated by nobles, warriors, wizards, merchants, arti- 
sans and peasants. Knowledge and tools are magical 
rather than scientific or technological, as is appropriate 
for the territory. Alternatively, she describes worlds closer 
to ours — contemporary California, Nazi Germany and 
Victorian London — which are then rendered fantastic, 
normally by being used as the background against which 
to place characters who are either from another more 
fantastic place, or themselves of a fantastic nature. 


This use of fantastic landscapes for her settings is one 
reason to identify Hambly as a fantasy writer. But within 
these fantasy settings, she often uses language, images 
and situations characteristic of the "horror" genre. Dread- 
ful events — violent death, mutilation, ni ghtmares of fear 
and terror — take place. The events are ascribed to su- 
pernatural creatures, or to evil people motivated to de- 
struction by malice, possession by a demon, or the wor- 
ship of evil gods. Some characters are “good”, or at any 
rate the actual or potential victims of "evil", and are 
threatened spiritually as well as physically in the ensu- 
ing struggle. No matter how universal and 
undiscriminating the threat or the suffering, one or more 
valiant individuals will be involved in a personal strug- 
gle with the source of the evil. 


Having set upthe plot, Hambly will develop it subject to 
rules frequently associated with science fiction. The 
threat is objective and impels the characters to action. 
Action, including magical action, is subject to physical 
laws, more or less strictly observed, which are explained 
in pseudo-scientific terms. People and creatures of all 
kinds — good and evil alike — are normally subject to 
economic and ecological constraints and imperatives, 
which are sometimes explained. Finally, the plot is re- 
solved by explanation as well as by action. 


Changing just one word of the Concise Oxford Diction- 
ary's definition, it provides a reasonable introduction to 
the four fantasy sequences that make up the bulk of 
Hambly's work to date, and also to its relationship to 
SF: “Fanciful fiction based on postulated magical dis- 
coveries or environmental changes, frequently dealing 
with space travel, life on other planets, etc." The substi- 
tution of "magical" for "scientific" is very nearly (and 
of course not coincidentally) exact: magic in these books 
is normally described as if it were a science. Magic is 
the subject of research and experiment by wizards living 
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on worlds other than ours, and disruption of the magical 
environment the cause or consequence of change and 
adventure. There is often magical communication be- 
tween the wizards involved and people from other worlds 
("life on other planets, etc."). Sometimes the wizards 
travel, magically, through "the void" ("space travel") 
between universes, usually to our Earth, to escape or 
pursue their problems; sometimes the traffic is the other 
way. 


This practice of magic achieves effects — travel, com- 
munication at a distance, deception of the enemy, death 
— which could equally well be explained using pseudo- 
scientific or technological rather than magical terms. In- 
terestingly, Hambly's wizards often practice other sci- 
ences too, and use magic and technology to similar ends. 
Wielders of magic work beside wielders of technology, 
each with their own strengths and subject to their own 
limitations. Wizards can conjure balls of fire, until they 
exhaust themselves. Flame-throwers can be used by 
unskilled men, until they run out of fuel. Computers can 
be used to develop strategies and formulate spells, until 
their batteries run out. 


Fantastic and science fictional elements converge even 
more when both magic and science are explicitly related 
1o the same underlying reality. When spells cast by wiz- 
ards register on a scientist's instruments, and fields gen- 
erated by electricity disrupt the practice of magic, where 
does fantasy stop and magic science fiction begin? 


WINC 


29th-31st July, 1994 


KING ALFRED'S COLLEGE 
WINCHESTER 


Guests of Honour: 


ALGIS BUDRYS 
JAMES P. HOGAN 


Writers workshop: 
COLIN GREENLAND 


Attending: £23 
Supporting: £16 
Contact: Keith Cosslett 
12 Crowsbury Close 
Emsworth 

Hants РО10 715 


When Hambly’s recipes are examined in this way we see 
how these standard ingredients contribute to the whole. 
Fantasy is the staple: the needs and desires of the fantastic 
characters in their fantasy landscapes drive the plot and 
motivate the characters, while magic is primary in detect- 
ing the nature of the threat and providing the ultimate so- 
lution. SF bulks out the mix when required, but its ele- 
ments are passive, used when to hand, subordinated to the 
needs and ends of the fantasy. And horror provides spice, 
used in small quantities to flavour the whole. 


Hambly’s landscapes are well drawn and vivid; the writ- 
ing lively; the plots well-woven, often with an original 
(not to mention entertainingly feminist) twist or three. 
Her characters may be stereotyped as to occupation, but 
are nevertheless individual and fallible human beings 
who change and grow as the plots develop, and their 
adventures and relationships are depicted with sympa- 
thy and humour. Notall the villains are necessarily "evil", 
nor their opponents “good”, and Hambly often deals with 
a degree of human complexity and moral ambiguity 
which is unusual, and welcome, in any genre. These 
ingredients vary in combination with variations of the 
basic recipe to give each book or sequence its different 
flavour, all to the taste of the SF fan. 


Finally, the Encyclopedia of Science Fiction's entry on the 
definition of science fiction refers the reader to the entry 
on sense of wonder. Reader, Barbara Hambly has one. 
Which seems as good a place to continue from as any. 
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even Films that Changed Iy Ure 


Diane Duane 


Well, more or less. All the following have had a more or 
less profound effect on my written output, whether as 
prose or scripts for this and that. Some are older, some 
newer: the list is by no means meant to be exhaustive. 
What this particular selection says about the internal 
structure of my brains, my morality, or my karma, I leave 
as an exercise for the student. Mostly I’m not going to 
give you any hints. And for God's sake, if you figure out 
something profound, don t tell me what it is. 


Hist the films alphabetically, since there's no way I could 
rate them in terms of preference: but I would consider 
myself poorer for not having seen any of them. 


The Apple War 

Has anyone here ever seen this film? It used to turn up 
at Lunacons in the mid-70’s, and at Boskones too, I think. 
It was an import, from either Sweden or Denmark, I be- 
lieve: subtitled in English. It involves a very strange 
family who live in a rural area of the country in ques- 
tion, and who are determined to stop a plan by a German 
developer to erect, in their neighborhood, a theme park 
called Deutschneyland. The process of stopping this is 
begun by the protagonist, an interesting young woman, 
throwing her shoe out a window of her house — and 
event follows event inexorably, and hilariously. 1 hope 
this film exists on video somewhere: I want to see it 
again. Some of the young woman's relatives are very 
strange... But this is one of the most matter-of-fact fan- 
{азу films I’ve ever seen: even the term "magic realism" 
seems too high-flown for it. 


A Christmas Story 

This is so perfect an evocation of an American Christ- 
mas of the late 40's that I can't understand why it didn't 
do well in the US at first: though it seems to have made 
its name now on video, and has shown over here a cou- 
pleof times now (most recently over the Christmas movie 
binge on ITV: Christmas morning, in fact). This film is 
for everyone who ever desperately wanted a specific 
Christmas present, and didn't get it — or did. The au- 
thor of the story on which it's based (also the narrator of 
the film) remembers his childhood with excruciating clar- 
ity, and (thank God) finds it funny. Particularly recom- 
mended: the scenes involving the Chinese turkey”, "soap 
poisoning", and the flat tire sequence, in which the young 
protagonist emits “Ше Queen Mother of all swear words"; 
andfor its absolute gross-out quality, the scene featuring 
the younger brother in which the protagonist's mother 
coos, "Show me how the little piggies eat?...” 


First Spaceship to Venus 
The ultimate proof to me that a good viewer, or reader, 
can save the most wretchedly executed story and tum it 


into something magical. I was taken to see this movie at 
the drive-in when I was eight or nine. It was a charming 
and cheap multinational production — Indian-Soviet-Ital- 
ian-God-knew-whoall-else — about a Hugo-looking 
spaceship which, guess what, goes to Venus. 1 fell asleep 
a couple times during the movie — whether because of 
the glacial progress of the plot, or the lateness of the 
hour, it’s hard to say any more: but I woke up toward the 
end to find one of the intrepid astronauts having an ear- 
nest conversation with the aliens who had sent the mes- 
sage which caused the ship to come — a multitude of 
tiny spiderlike beings, boinging around him. I was en- 
tranced. This was GREAT stuff. I went home in a daze 
of delight. 


Years later, the very early 80's it would have been, when 
УСК were still something unusual, | was working for 
David Gerrold, and he had one. Late, late one night, this 
movie made a reappearance. I asked David to tape it for 
me: he did. All excited I stopped by the next morning to 
look at the tape. 


And the movie was terrible. Slow, badly acted, terribly 
directed... and the spiders, the wonderful spiders, had 
turned into pingpong balls with pipe-cleaners stuck in 
them. You could see the wires that made the spiders bob 
up and down. The eight-year-old in me insisted that 
someone had gotten at that film somehow. The adult 
sighed and thought, "You can't go back..." But the 
memory of the first viewing remains, and tells me that in 
the enthusiasm of our readers is our best hope: even when 
we fail, they will sometimes make us succeed... in 
memory, at least. 


A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum 

I love Zero Mostel. I love Buster Keaton. I have а fond- 
ness for early Sondheim. I like Phil Silvers alot. Cos- 
tume drama of any kind appeals to me: costume comedy 
is even better. And five-door farces are better still. So 
this movie wins on all counts, besides being a Richard 
Lester film: I like the “busyness” of his style, the odd 
and lived-in faces he insists on casting, the fact that in 
any scene there is always something fascinating going 
on in the background — people eating, drinking, gam- 
bling, rolling their eyes in boredom, living their lives. 
Rather the way it happens now. 


Ghidrah the Three-Headed Monster 
Is that how you spell it? Japanese orthographies are as 
bad as Irish ones. 


I had the bejeezus scared out of me at an early age by 
Godzilla — the first movie, the “original” version with 
the interpolated scenes featuring Raymond Burr. Even- 





10 


Sou Wester 








ually | got over it and went straight in the other 
lirection, to a mad love of all slightly crazed monster 
novies: doubtless this was fostered by the habit of the 
KO affiliate in New York, WOR, of showing the same 
novie three or four times in a day, one after another — 
hey called this “Million Dollar Movie": I now suspect it 
vas the affiliate's way of getting the maximum number 
Jf showings for a one-day rental. At the time, though, it 
imply looked to me like a good way of seeing Mighty 
ое Young have the piano played at him several times on 
in otherwise useless rainy Sunday, or to watch the Crawl- 
ng Eye tentacle around through the Alps again and again 
ind crash through the blockhouse wall to try repeatedly 
o eat the helpless baby. 


WOR seemed to have a particular fondness for the seedy 
nonsters, and they showed the Japanese material with 
lelightful regularity. One of these, though, was so bi- 
'arre that | remember sitting through it in stark twelve- 
year-old disbelief, utterly astounded by the wildly dis- 
:onnected stuff which seemed to have been thrown into 
his film by the shovelful. Distressed and amnesic alien 
xincesses lurching around the landscape and uttering 
zlassy-eyed monotone prophecies of imminent doom, 
vet-behind-the-ears Japanese reporters and their girl- 
riends running in all directions trying to advance the 
ot, tidal waves, volcanic eruptions, ineffective dingbat 
nilitary types, and then the giant meteoric monster "egg" 
which emits the monster of the title — a sort of three- 
eaded dragon which spits lightning bolts and other forms 
of cosmic halitosis at all and sundry — I sat there and 
aughed until I cried. What made it all even better was 
he loopy idea of getting the Earth's then resident mon- 
ters — Godzilla, Rodan and Mothra (in her aspect of 
win baby giant-moth caterpillars) — to beat up on 
Ghidrah. Not to mention the presence of the two "little 
airies" — I suspect the original meant something more 
ike “nature spirits", but whatever: the foot-high women 
who travel in a wooden box with a handle and serve as 
ranslators for the monsters in general and Mothra in 
particular — and their attempt, urged by the Japanese 
'eporters and so forth, to convince the native monsters 
hat they should team up and save the Earth. Godzilla's 
'etort is short and sweet — something along the lines 
hat, since Earth people had been trying to electrocute 
ind bomb and nuke the monsters for all this while, now 
hat they were in trouble, they were welcome to stuff it: 
ind the fairies, in shocked chorus, exclaim, "Godzilla! 
What language!” — No, no, it’s too good. Someone show 
me the movie again!! 


You could, if you liked, possibly make a case that my 
fondness for treating the alien’s viewpoint kindly in my 
work can be traced directly back to this film. There might 
be something in the idea. 
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Kelly's Heroes 

I am по fan of war movies, to Peter's mild disappoint- 
ment: don't care about tanks, guns, flashy uniforms, and 
all the allied male-hormonal stuff that goes with the de- 
light of blowing up things, and incidentally, people. But 
greed, that I understand, and the conceit that greed is so 
powerful it can even stop people fighting is one I find 
delightful — and likely. The idiotic anachronism of 
Donald Sutherland's performance as the “hippie” tank 
commander, the chronic bellyaching of Don Rickles, the 
equally chronic annoyance of Telly Savalas, and the GI- 
With-No-Name cool of Eastwood, inevitably leave me 
grinning all through: and the final High-Noon stalk on 
the German tank, with the abruptly applied Morricone 
soundtrack... I really like that. 


The Lion in Winter 

Odd how sometimes nothing but one specific scene will 
stay with you after many years. The film as | remember 
itis static, simply the stage play with the cameras locked 
down, no movement, or little — but the darkness and 
claustrophobia and cold of some of those scenes in the 
castle remain with me, atleast in memory. And one frag- 
ment of one scene in particular: a young man's hand held 
out, another young man taking it. There were Herewiss 
and Freelorn, though for many years 1 didn't recognize 
it. One shot lies fallow in the mind for ten years or so... 
then out come three or four novels. 


It just goes to show you: movies are dangerous. 


Vive la vie dangereuse! 





Thog the Mighty 


Like our other guests, Thog was born middle-aged; 
unique among them, he is copyright. Well known for 
his strong views on modern literature, especially Expe- 
riential Postmodernism (Thog never need second 


match”), he has seen fragments of his biography appear 
in The Book of the Magnakai, The World and others. 1993 
saw distillations of his wisdom rescuing Heliograph and 
Cactus Times; Sou’ Wester, knowing a True Avatar of the 
Fan Ethos (and free GoH) when it sees one, is proud to 
have enlisted its services for Adelphi Coracle. When 
not pounding the newsroom keyboards he will be found 
genially ripping up the bar, not so much watching other 
con-members getting smashed as actively doing the... 


Thog The Mighty is most grateful for the use of a 
Copyprinter provided courtesy of Gestetner Ltd, Lincoln 
House, 100 Broadway, Salford, Manchester MS 2UW. 
Contact Peter Maddocks on 061-872 8511. 





Diane Duane - In the Spaghetti 


Sue Mason 


Okay, I admit it, I don’t even have the vaguest idea why 
I bought a copy of Door into Fire by Diane Duane from 
Grass Roots Underground Bookshop on a rainy Man- 
chester day in 1982. I was most probably sheltering from 
the rain and needed something to read on the bus home. 
Grass Roots was literally, as well as politically, under- 
ground, and it does occasionally rain in Manchester. It 
took me ages to figure out why I always came home from 
there with an SF or fantasy book by a female author. Of 
course, the male and female SF sections were kept strictly 
apart hmm... | wonder where they put James Tiptree Jr? 
Why did I buy that particular book? It most certainly 
wasn't because of its cover, a truly dire picture of a mus- 
cle-bound hero holding aloft a steaming sword, while a 
nubile young lady draped herself about him, all painted 
in lurid shades of green and yellow. My apologies to the 
uncredited artist if he is reading this. I can think of a 
couple of books that it would have been suitable for. The 
Door into Fire just wasn't one of them. After all, the 
hero's lover, in the book, is another man. Sorry, no 
bimbos. So it wasn't the cover, it wasn't the author — 
this was Diane's first published work. Hmm... Maybe 
Diane chose the cover herself and had painted in it the 
subliminal message “Buy This Book". Or perhaps she 
arranged it to cast a geas on all who saw it? (Look, I 
wouldn't put it past Diane, if she could swing it.) 


I bought her book, and read and enjoyed it. I also read 
its introduction by David Gerrold. It was far more an 
introduction to Diane than to her book, and it mentioned 
all sorts of interesting things about her. Little things, 
such as her being an unlicensed helicopter pilot and an 
ex-psychiatric nurse — and it also said that if one were 
ever to meet Diane one should ask her about the falcon 
in the spaghetti. 


So... Eastercon the following year was Albacon in Glas- 
gow (I think it was the one where the guest of consider- 
able prestige and somewhat lacking in stature, and man- 
ners, failed to show). In the midst of the traditional and 
spectacular Albacon Custard Pie Fight I found myself 
standing next to a lady wearing a badge naming her as 
Diane Duane. Aha, thinks I, the Falcon in the Spaghetti 
incident. So obviously I asked her the pressing ques- 
tion. Just at this point, fate chose to intervene. A fluo- 
rescent pink custard pie came zooming in on a trajectory 
guaranteed to make a right mess of Diane's cream linen 
suit. I threw myself womanfully in its path and, this 
being the way of things, we retired to the relative safety 
of the bar to talk. 


Conversations with Diane are fun. She doesn’t have that 
arrogant attitude which one or two authors cultivate, the 
opinion that no fan is worth bothering with, they are not 
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a member of the honoured profession to which the pro 
belongs, they merely buy the books. Some of them give 
the impression that if Christian Barnard or Mother 
Theresa were to ask them anything, they would dismiss 
them as "just another fan", never mind what achieve- 
ments they had outside the hallowed halls of the con- 
vention hotel. But Diane is not like that. She can talk 
about anything: computers, quantum mechanics, garden- 
ing, space flight, where to purchase the finest sausage in 
Ireland... Great fun. She also has a rather dry, sharp wit. 
I would sooner fight ten rounds against Frank Bruno than 
get on the sharp side of that tongue. She has written a 
bewildering variety of material: comics, original novels, 
Star Trek novels, TV scripts, children's novbels and even 
(don't tell her 1 told you), My Little Pony. She makes a 
great guest for a convention. You can put Diane on al- 
most any panel and be assured that she will come up 
with a worthwhile contribution. 


Diane's books range from heroic fantasy to hard SF, 
sometimes written with her husband and fellow guest at 
this convention, Peter Morwood. Her Door into... series 
present action which is, for the characters and their world, 
clearly legends in the making, while keeping a compas- 
sionate and tight focus on the protagonists and their very 
human hopes, fears and loves. Her children's books are 
vibrant and alive and fun. In Britain they suffer the age- 
old distribution problems of contemporary children's SF. 
I found ten copies of Deep Magic in the staff room of an 
SF bookshop. They were due to be returned to the pub- 
lisher without ever having been ош on Ше shelves. They 
had been “ordered by mistake" as the bookshop “did not 
sell children's books." >sigh< I bought all ten copies 
and it took a total of two fannish phonecalls to sell them 
all. 


I must confess that 1 have not read any of Diane’s Star 
Trek novels. I’m afraid I don't much care for Star Trek 
(a hangable offence in some circles. I can never remem- 
ber the difference between Vulcans and Romulans, and I 
thought that Q was the name of the weapons officer in 
Fleming's Bond novels.) But Diane can talk Trek to fans 
or pros with the best of them, and I know that at least 
one of her Star Trek novels entered the New York Times 
bestsellers list, so she must be doing something right. 


Her work is well crafted and distinctive. Diane herself 
is witty and intelligent and fun, and I'm sure you will 
see her around Sou’ Wester, socialising as well as keep- 
ing the committee happy by working. But a final word 
of waming: If you should see her eating pasta in the res- 
taurant, I wouldn't disturb her. I don't think that Liver- 
pool has any falcons (just Liverbirds, I believe), but where 
Diane is concerned I wouldn't put money on it... 


Sou Wester 





























Rifling Historical Ideas 


Peter Morwood 


One of the commonest questions any writer probably 
hears is: “Where do you get your ideas?" 


It’s not a question with a simple answer, especially with 
SF and Fantasy. The ideas come from so many sources: 
talking to other writers, agents, editors. Conversations 
with fans and friends in the con bar. Reports in newspa- 
pers and television, skewed sideways by wild imaginings 
— even though there's sometimes disbelief that modern 
events can have any effect on the writing of "period" 
fantasy. Believe me, they can. 


And books, always books, most of them non-fiction or 
at least way outside the field of my own writing. People 
always seem surprised to learn how little SF&F I actu- 
ally read, especially those who've seen the bookshelves 
at home. But closer inspection reveals that hardly any 
of my books (except for the works ofa certain T Pratchett) 
have a more recent publication date than 1987, and most 
of the others came from the USA with Diane. 


Of course, there are the hardy perennials: the original 
RE Howard Conan stories; Ursula Le Guin's Earthsea 
books; Clark Ashton Smith and JRR Tolkien. Alan Gar- 
ner's early work, especially Weirdstone of Brisingamen, 
with its chapter of just about the worst claustrophobia 
I've ever read. (It’s far too good for children...!) But the 
rest come and go; 1 need the shelf space for research 
books. 


And in those research books, you can find material that's 
just crying out to be included in a novel: 


A step-by-step description of how to go about roasting a 
whole ox, from making the fire to carving the meat. 
(From a book on Hungarian cooking.) 


That the medieval Russians equated hospitality with get- 
ting drunk so much that they broke the bases off their 
stemmed wine and vodka cups, and later made them 
without bases at all. When your cup was full you couldn't 
put it down, when it was empty it was automatically re- 
filled, and since they drank everything except tea ла 
zalpom, all down at a single gulp... Well. Yes. (Froma 
Russian cookbook which also features a seven-century- 
old recipe for the wickedest dessert in the world.) 


The great vice of the Mongol Khans saved Western Eu- 
rope from invasion. (They drank too much strong liquor 
— to prove they could afford it — and the KhaK han 
Ogotai died of it just in time for the army poised outside 
Vienna to be recalled to elect his successor. They never 
came back). 


What could and couldn't be done by a man wearing full 
armour? (He could vault — in full harness of mail-and- 


plate — into his horse's saddle withouttouching the stir- 
rups.) King Edward Ш could do it. In fact, it gets men- 
tioned so often that I suspect he was rather proud of the 
achievement. No cranes. No derricks. But all those 
little interlocked metal rings could sag and collapse to- 
gether unexpectedly if you leaned too far off the verti- 
cal. That would shift your centre of gravity with unset- 
tling ease, often so suddenly that falling down was in- 
evitable. I don't think I’ve ever seen that happen to a 
fantasy hero... Yet. 


So much for non-fiction. But there was once a novel 
called The Pyrates by George Macdonald Fraser (of 
Flashman fame). If only his editor had made him re- 
move such anachronistic references as Errol Flynn, 
Warner Brothers pirate movies and Airfix glue, never 
mind Gucci boots and Cartier rapier-hilts and (of all 
things) Helena Rubenstein face-cream...! (I kid you not!) 


Yet the book had its good points, including the loveliest 
evocation of scene and period ever to open a novel. And 
then there are the historical characters, well-known peo- 
ple like Samuel Pepys and Charles II, and others less 
familiar. One in particular sent me looking for the truth 
behind the fiction, and I found a ready-made hero just 
waiting to be re-employed. 


His name was Blood, Thomas Blood. (Try saying it in a 
Sean Connery accent for best effect.) He was variously 
known as — depending on whom he was trying to im- 
press or run away from — Colonel (or Captain, or Doc- 
tor of Medicine, or even the Right Reverend Doctor of 
Divinity) Blood. He was the man who stole the Crown 
Jewels — and was then let off with a free pardon, the 
restoration of his lands and a pension of £500 a year. 
Now what, pray, was going on there...? 


I have my own theory, and it's going to be called Blood's 
Ruby. 


Imagine England during the time of the Merry Monarch, 
Old Rowley, otherwise His Majesty King Charles II, the 
swarthy man two yards high. A time when the King's 
horse at Newmarket was ridden by the owner. When 
Captain Henry Morgan, ex-pirate, could also be Sir Henry 
Morgan, Admiral of Privateers and Deputy Governor of 
Jamaica. When Lancelot Blackburne started out as a 
buccaneer and ended up as His Grace the Archbishop of 
York. When the notorious French highwayman Claude 
du Vall danced a coranto on Hampstead Heath with the 
lady in the coach he had just held up and then let her go 
unharmed because she was too pretty to rob... 


It was an historical period with such inspirational music 
as the popular hits ; “Nonesuch”; “А la Mode de France”; 
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‘Drops of Brandy”; "Rufty-Tufty;" “Hunt the Squir- 
el”; “The Clean Contrary Way”; "Cuckolds all in a 
tow" and “Рох on You for a Fop” (as filkers should know, 
Ш names of tunes are quite true). 


There were people such as Sir Isaac Newton and indeed 
he entire Royal Society, dabbling in science and sor- 
ery with equal enthusiasm; Eccentrick Religious Per- 
onages; Filibusters, Pirates, Buccaneers (not the same 
hing) who went sailing against all flags On The Account; 
smugglers, Highwaymen, Tobymen and Gallant Gen- 
lemen of the Road; Dutchmen and their wizards, French- 
nen likewise, Spaniards also; Cannoneers, Pistoleers, 
Rufflers, Swordsmen, Duellists & other such Naughty 
ind Romantick folk, etc., etc. 


t was a strange time, balanced halfway between super- 
tition and science. For example, it was a time when 
Newton proposed his Physical Laws of Motion, which 
1019 true today. 


But it was also a time when King Charles (patron of the 
Royal Society) purchased from its inventor, Dr. Goddard, 
Professor of Physics at Gresham College, a formula for 
| guaranteed cure-all based on the usnea moss which 
rrew only on skull-bones. Charles promptly changed its 
name from "Goddard's Drops" to "King Charles's 
Drops" and almost certainly jacked up the price, since 
ле paid £1500 for it. (Equivalent 1994 value, £400,000 
or $750,000!) 


There was also the contrast between the increased use of 
rifled firearms and the nervous wondering about just why 
something so simple as spiral grooves in a gun-barrel 
produced such unnatural accuracy. Maybe the Devil had 
something to do with it... To find out, an experiment 
was carried out by the Hexenbischof of Mainz. (The 
"Witch-Bishop" is a nice title for a man who wasn't ac- 
ually a witch, or even much of a bishop. He functioned 
more as a sort of pest-control officer...) 


His conflicting theories were as follows: 


(a) The Heavenly spheres rotated, therefore a rotating 
rifle-bullet would fly straight(er) because no imp of Sa- 
tan could cling to it and spoil the aim (at least according 
to Hermann Moritz, the Bavarian necromancer). How- 
ever, and conversely... 


(b) Since use of such weapons made breaking the 6th 
Commandment much easier (Thou shalt do no murder, 
for those who skived off Sunday School), then obviously 
things on earth that rotated in blasphemous imitation of 
Heavenly ones, such as rifle bullets, were positively in- 
fested with imps all trying to increase the numbers of 
souls sent down to Hell. 


So the Hexenbischof had two members of the Sharpshoot- 
ers' Guild take two rifled muskets and supplied one with 
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ordinary lead bullets. The other had silver slugs, cast 
under exorcism and deeply engraved with an elaborate 
crucifix, loaded to the accompaniment of benedictions 
and a sprinkling of Holy Water. After twenty shots in 
which the lead was right on target and the silver (when 
the sodden powder even went off) was all over the place, 
rifled weapons were declared anathema by the 
Hexenbischof, burnt by dozens, and anyone making them 
thereafter was promised the same fate. 


(The reality is duller: the lead bullets were soft and bit 
into the rifling grooves as they were supposed to. The 
harder silver did not, thus (a) letting the force of the ex- 
ploding powder leak past and (b) notacquiring a proper 
spin. They also suffered from the turbulence and imbal- 
ance of having a large cross cut into one side of a sphere. 
And being doused in water, Holy or not, is not good for 
any black-powder weapon.) 


I mention only in passing the equally real and historical 
Duke Albrecht the Magnanimous of Bavaria, a man so 
fond of shooting that all the privies in his palace were at 
one end of long corridors, with targets at the other and, 
alongside each loo, several racks of loaded whecl-lock 
pistols. Think about it. As effective as air freshener, 
more entertaining than old Reader's Digests, and а guar- 
antee of privacy. Nobody in their right mind would dare 
come banging on that door... 


So where do I get my ideas? Where do I not...? 


45 • га 


Graham Higgins 


Graham Higgins is a veteran Punch illustrator (the use 
of the word “veteran” giving an exaggerated idea of his 
age); he has also worked for Q magazine and for Knocka- 
bout. His "good pulp credentials" include Animal Man 
and Doom Patrol for DC Comics, as well as Zippy Cou- 
riers in 2000 AD. He produced the graphic novel Mort 
— The Big Comic, and seems to be designing the T-Shirt 
too; and he is now working on other Big projects, factoid 
books for the DC imprint, Piranha: The Big Book of 
Weirdos, The Big Book of Urban Myth, The Big Book of 
Conspiracies and Masking the Face of Mars, “about the 
NASA cover-up of the Martian face”. 


As if art weren’t enough, he moved from an illustration 
in Tales from the Forbidden Planet to short stories in 
Temps, Villains and The Weerde 2, the anthologies from 
Midnight Rose. Multi-talented wretch... 


He says of himself: “1 ат an inveterate anorak concern- 
ing drawing,” which we interpret to mean: Buy him a 
drink and he'll talk forhours about drawing. Conversely, 
buy hima drawing (orbuy one of his) and he'll talk about 
drink. 





IO Things You Need to Know about Peter ГЛогшооа ~~ 


Sue Mason 


1. 


He makes strange noises. No, I really mean it. Ке- 
ally peculiar noises. He is a one-man sound studio. 
You want the sound of a jet aircraft at Mach 3, just 
tell Peter the type of aircraft. A machine gun, no 
problem. A telephone? Peter is your man. And he 
does Siar Trek sound effects frighteningly well (sign 
of a mis-spent youth). Once, while he and Diane 
were guests at a large American Trek con, Peter 
needed to get Diane's attention. He was on the 10th 
floor, Diane was on the ground. He leant over the 
balcony, out over the hotel atrium, and made the sound 
of the Enterprise hailing signal. Diane said that sev- 
eral fans had a near-religious ex perience and expected 
to be beamed up at any second. 


He speaks Klingon. Strange but true. I once tel- 
ephoned to ask how to write “Oh I do love to be be- 
side the seaside” in Klingon. Peter phoned back in 
under fifteen minutes. Who is the weirder? Me for 
needing to know or Peter for knowing? 


Peter Morwood once fought an imaginary duel with 
fellow author Chris Claremont, involving imaginary 
swords, pistols, cutlass, rayguns and light sabres, in 
the lounge of the Adelphi at Eastcon. The fight was 
eventually halted by a member of convention secu- 
rity who came running up at full tilt to remind them 
of the convention’s weapons policy — only to then 
realise that neither of them was armed with anything 
more lethal than a good imagination. By the way, 
Chris won; Peter died gracefully... but loudly. 


He considers chilli peppers to be a staple of the hu- 
man diet. Youneed to stand over him while he cooks 
to remind him that he has already put in the dish two 
whole chillis and that, no, he can’t add some tabasco 
sauce. Or chilli powder. Or his favorite Caribbean 
hot sauce... even if it is specially imported. 


Peter’s first convention was very nearly his last. He 
came with Anne McCaffrey to Mythcon in Hull. He 
was sitting on a third-floor window sill at a late night 
party, with a bottle of Bushmills clasped between his 
knees, laughing and talking most enthusiastically. 
The only problem was that the window behind him 
was wide open. I sat on his feet while Gytha North 
kept him talking and someone reached behind to shut 
the window. А close shave. 


He loves guns, swords, tanks, bombs, katana, guns, 
more guns. In fact, any weapon of mass destruction 
or personal mayhem. Considering that he is such an 
amiable person, it's quite frightening. His editor was 
worried as he had read up to page 124 of Prince Ivan 
and there had not been a single fatality. On the next 


page 30,000 foot soldiers bit the dust. So that was all 
right then. 


Peter likes the occasional drink. 


After watching the late night, unexpurgated version 
of Urótsokidoji (Legend of the Overfiend), a particu- 
larly violent and weird piece of Japanese anime set 
partially on a school campus, Peterturned around and 
stated, “I went to a school like that.” I hope not. 


Peter Morwood is married to Diane Duane. This 
happy state of affairs has led them to writing together, 
though when they find the time to write together is a 
bit of a mystery. Peter's body clock generally kicks 
in at about 11 am and he is usually compos mentis by 
about 2 pm. Diane tends to get up bright and early 
and starts working at about 9 am. She falls over at 
about midnight, while Peter is just getting into full 
swing by 2 am. I believe that Terry Pratchett and 
Neil Gaiman had the same sort of problem while 
writing Good Omens together. But then they were 
not married. (At least, not to each other.) 


He writes books. He writes books with great verve 
and enthusiasm. He researches them most thoroughly. 
That's why he learnt Klingon. And Russian. And 
how to use a machine gun. And a sword. He has a 
sound enough grounding in military theory to make 
the hardest SF story ring true. Or to start a small 
war. He knows enough about Japanese laquered ar- 
mour to invent, and accurately draw, armour for his 
Alban fantasies which really would keep his charac- 
ters all in one piece. He has the patience to plough 
through countless obscure books on Russian myths, 
looking for the odd piece of information which will 
make the Russia of Prince Ivan come to rich and 
bloody life. Most of all, there is that boundless en- 
thusiasm crammed into every line of everything Ре- 
ter Morwood writes. 


Oh yes, and a wicked sense of humour. But I think you 
had already guessed that. 
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Forward the Foundation! - The Story So Far. 


Andy Sawyer 


“And another [Foundation] will be established at the 
other end of the Galaxy, let us say... at Star's End." (Hari 
Seldon) 


So welcome to the other end of the Galaxy. Not such a 
bad journey, was it? 


What 15 this Science Fiction Foundation anyway? If 
you're new to fandom, you might have heard a few cryp- 
tic references. If you were around in the 1970s, you might 
even have attended the same lectures that I did at the 
Institute of Contemporary Arts, organised when Peter 
Nicholls was at the Foundation's helm. This was one of 
my own routes into fandom. Fortune’s wheel turning 
full circle? Maybe so. 


The Foundation itself came fully into being in 1971 
thanks to the persuasive efforts of George Hay, who in- 
terested the North East London Polytechnic in an em- 
bryonic organisation of writers, academics and other SF 
professionals established to promote SF and provide a 
flow of information to the media and educational estab- 
lishment. 


The Foundation's patrons were Arthur C Clarke and 
Ursula K Le Guin. Its objectives were to promote the 
study of SF, to investigate and promote the use of SF in 
education, to make available facilities to students and 
others researching into SF, and to organise lectures, 
courses or conferences. Its library — now the Science 
Fiction Foundation Collection — has grown to become 
the largest collection of material relating to SF in the 
EC, andan international centre for research. [ts resources 
helped its first Administrator, Peter Nicholls, to produce 
the 1979 edition of the Encyclopedia of Science Fiction. 
Its journal — rather wittily called Foundation — has 
published 59 issues and is recognised as a leader in its 
field. Once, there was a Research Assistant (Colin Lester) 
followed by a Research Fellow (David Pringle). Thanks 
to an Arts Council grant (remember those?) there was 
even a Writer in Residence (Colin Greenland). 


Despite the decline in staffing levels in the 1980s the 
Foundation survived, thanks to an immense amount of 
unpaid, behind-the-scenes work by (after Nicholls and 
his successor, Malcolm Edwards) a series of Honorary 
Administrators: Charles Barren, lan McPherson and the 
late Ted Chapman. 1 could list others, but won't; there 
are so many people to whom we owe so much that it 
would be unfair inadvertently to omit names through 
error. Let me cite only one more: Joyce Day, who as 
part-time Secretary during some of the Foundation's most 
difficult years kept the whole show on the road. The 
British SF world owes Joyce more than it knows. 
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In 1992 NELP — by then the University of East London 
— decided that it could no longer afford the Founda- 
tion's overheads. Fortunately the University of Liver- 
pool, then planning an MA in SF Studies to be run by Dr 
David Seed, stepped in; offering not only to house the 
Collection but to fund the salary of a librarian to admin- 
ister it, to support the MA course, and to carry on the 
work of the Foundation in liaison with the Friends of 
Foundation, established as a support and fund-raising 
group but reconstituting itself as an educational charity. 
Liverpool already held the archive of Olaf Stapledon, 
author of Lasi and First Men, who was associated with 
the University as a teacher and with SFas a novelist (and 
who influenced, among others, a youngA rthur C Clarke). 


Early last year the Collection — all 25,000 items — was 
moved to Liverpool. Soon after that, a somewhat be- 
mused Andy Sawyer was appointed the first full-time 
Administrator since 1980. The press announcement 
caused a mini-burst of media excitement. I suppose if 
Ра slept with a member of parliament! could have had 
more attention, but it was enough to make David Seed 
and me old hands at being interviewed by local radio 
presenters who all wanted to make the same "Beam me 
up, Scotty" jokes. But the publicity resulted in a satis- 
factory number of inquiries about the Collection and the 
MA course. We have since been contacted by university 
academics, TV researchers, people trying to remember 
this book they once read, and folk intrigued by the fact 
that we hold the archive of the Flat Earth Society. 


To set us on the right path, Ramsey Campbell deposited 
his manuscripts on long loan with the Collection. On 
the first day of National Libraries Week Ramsey read an 
unpublished extract from The Parasite (set less than thirty 
yards away from where we were sitting) to an audience 
of university staff and guests. He then signed the Col- 
lection's copy of his new novel The Long Lost and pre- 
sented several boxes of papers including MSS of The 
Doll who Ate his Mother, Obsession and The Parasite. 


Those of you counting the number of spaceships in 
Ramsey's fiction with a puzzled expression on your face 
might take into account that not only is he Liverpool's 
premier writer of imaginative fiction but that the unease 
which he so brilliantly raises in his fiction is not a mil- 
lion miles away from that raised by certain types of SF; 
many fluids have been spilled over the question of 
whether HP Lovecraft, Ramsey's fictional mentor, was 
horror or SF. Moreover, he has written SF: the novella 
“Medusa” received specific mention when /nterzone re- 
cently reviewed the collection Strange Things and 
Stranger Places. And in any case, Ramsey is a well- 
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nown figure in SF as well as horror fandom. This man 
5 no literary purist; he'll accept a drink from you no 
natter what you read. Thank you, Ramsey. 


ince then we have received further valuable donations 
f archive material. From the literary executor of the 
ate John Wyndham we are extremel y grateful to receive 
п loan legal and family papers concerning Wyndham's 
state as it relates to his books, as well as a collection of 
largely non-SF) MSS from Wyndham’s brother Vivian 
Jeynon Harris, which for their intrinsic interest alone 
re a valuable addition to the material in the care of the 
Collection. We are also now holding, on behalf of Liv- 
rpool University, a unique counterpoint to the Olaf 
tapledon Archive: the personal book and magazine col- 
ection (including much correspondence) of the late Eric 
rank Russell (1905-78), one of the great figures of Liv- 
rpool, British and World SF. Pride of place is the Hugo 
Award for the short story "Allamagoosa" (1955). We 
ге extremely grateful to Erica Metcalfe, EFR's daugh- 
er, for this material. 


Che Liverpool University Press is currently looking at 
believe itor not) sixteen proposals for books to be pub- 
ished over the next couple of years in its new SF Texts 
ind Studies series. The first two volumes will be a col- 
ection of critical essays on 19th century SF and Robert 
Crossley's biography of Olaf Stapledon; these will be 
xublished in the September this year, marking the launch 
of the MA course. 


This MA course is the UK’s first graduate-level special- 
ist course in SF, involving lectures, seminars and an in- 
dividual dissertation. It is organised on a modular basis, 
looking at various aspects of SF such as “utopias” and 
"time", and has already attracted interest from around 
һе world. If anyone would like to find out more, please 
contact me at the convention or pick up some of our lit- 
erature. 


Given the interest and support we have received, we are 
confident that the Foundation’s work will continue and 
that this unique collection will grow. And how much 
more so, if you help! 


How? First, become a Friend of Foundation. Contact 
the Friends’ table for details. By joining Friends you 
not only show your support; you can, if you wish, take 
an active part in the Foundation’s work. If you have a 
particular involvement or area of expertise, let us know, 
part of the Collection’s resources is the knowledge of its 
contacts. 


Second, donate material. We rely on the generosity of 
the SF world to survive. Whether you are a publisher of 
books, magazines or critical journals, a fanzine editor, 
or a fan with surplus books, we need what you have to 
offer. Think of the Science Fiction Foundation Collec- 
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tion as the UK deposit of SF: the acquisition of another 
item we haven’t got makes the Collection that much 
stronger. 


Third, support the FoF fundraising events at Sou" Wester 
and other cons. Every raffle ticket, every second-hand 
book you buy from the FoF table helps provide resources 
for the Foundation. 


If you want to know more — and I hope you do — join 
me on Saturday morning when I will ex plain more about 
the work of the Science Fiction Foundation Collection 
— and share some of the more interesting and obscure 
items I've found lurking between dusty covers. And join 
me again on Saturday aftemoon when we can toast the 
Foundation's new future. See you then! 


CONTACTS 


Enquiries about consulting the Collection and donations 
of material: 

Andy Sawyer, Science Fiction Foundation Collection, 
Liverpool University Library, PO Box 123, Liverpool 
L69 3DA, UK. 

05 1-794 2733/2696. (email: asawyer@liverpool.ac.uk) 


The MA in SF Studies, due to start in October 1994: 
Dr David Seed, English Department, Liverpool Univer- 
sity, Liverpool L69 3BX, UK. 


Foundation: The Review of Science Fiction edited by Dr 
Edward James: c/o New Worlds, 71-72 Charing Cross 
Road, London WC2H OAA, UK. 


Information about/offers of help and money to Friends 
of Foundation: Rob Meades, 75 Hecham Close, 
Walthamstow, London E17 SQT, UK. 


es е га. 


Richard Christian Matheson 


We are grateful to Pan Macmillan for bringing Richard 
Christian Matheson to Sou'Wester. The son of SF and 
horror novelist and scriptwriter Richard Matheson (7 Am 
Legend, The Twilight Zone TV series, etc.), Richard 
Christian Matheson has followed in his father’s footsteps, 
scripting over 300 TV programmes and several Holly- 
wood films. 


His first novel Created By will be published this month. 
It’s about a young TV writer-producer who creates a 
horror series which rivets America with its state-of-the- 
art death and designer sex... until reality starts first copy- 
ing, and then anticipating the scripts. We've not read it 
yet, but Clive Barker, Peter Straub and others rate it 
highly. 
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Атпоипста 
Liverpool Science Fiction 
Texts and Studies 


General Editor David Seed 
Series Advisers 
|. F. Clarke Edward James Patrick Parrinder 
Brian Stableford 


Liverpool University Press is pleased to announce a new series of 
texts and studies on science fiction. The series, which will 
commence publication in the autumn on 1994, will include 
critical studies and reprints of science fiction classics. Already 
scheduled for publication in October are: 


Anticipations: Essays on Early Science 
Fiction and its Precursors 

edited by David Seed, with contributions by Paul Baines, Edward 
James, Brian Stableford, Patrick Parrinder, David Seed, M. 
Hammerton, Brian Nellist, Simon Dentith, Tony Barley, Stephen 
R. L. Clark and Val Gough 

(ISBN 0-85323-348-9 hardback, 0-85323-418-3 paperback) 


Speaking for the Future: 
The Life of Olaf Stapledon 
by Robert Crossley (ISBN 0-85323-388-8 hardback only) 


To receive details of these books and other forthcoming titles 
in the series, which will be announced during 1994, ask to be 
put on our mailing list. 


LIVERPOOL UNIVERSITY PRESS 
PO Box 147, Liverpool, L69 3BX 








LEGEND WELCOMES GUEST-OF-HONOUR 


PETER MORWOOD | 
ТО SOU'WESTER | 


THE CLAN WARS BOOK ONE 


THE TALE OF 
THE Horse Lorps 


Also available in July WIDOWMAHER: CLAN WARS с £8.99 





SIEGE: 

To Green Angel Tower 
Part One 

April £5.99 


THE TANGLE 
BOX 
May £14.99 


MOONBLOOD 
June £4.99 


LEGEND 


TAD WILLIAMS 


Wes 
We A Uh ~ Й 
"A Chronicle relie 


STORM: 

To Green Angel Tower 
Part Two 

July £5.99 


AURIAN 
May £4.99 


HEART OF SHADOWS 
June £9.99 


THE BIGGEST NAMES AND THE BEST NEW WRITER 





Headlong into the Past 


Julian Headlong 


The imbibing of certain liquid refreshments has always 
been a tradition at fannish gatherings. Their use at Brit- 
ish conventions has been well-documented (by Then, 
Empties and the CAMRA Real Ale Guide) and has 
brought fame and fortune to such luminaries as John 
Jarrold, D West and Martin Hoare. 


But when did it all start? 


According to Prof A Panshin in his historic publication 
Star Well (Ace 1978), civilisation was created so that 
populations of considerable size could be supported so 
that they could build, invent, keep records, and stock all 
the necessary supplies for making war. 


He went on to explain that civilisation in this sense is 
obviously not possible for peripatetic populations (which 
was easy for him to say), that is, migrant peoples whose 
staples are nuts, roots and berries, and the odd slow- 
moving aardvark — the continuing search for which 
keeps these people mobile and healthy, it being a well- 
known fact that a little aardvark never hurt anyone. 


This, as we all know, is a total crock. 


No! Civilisation is not the product of war. It is the child 
of agriculture. But why did mankind take to the fields? 
Not to allow him to build, invent, keep records and stock 
up on pointy sticks and heavy rocks. After all, it actu- 
ally takes more effort to live poorly in an agricultural 
society than it takes to live rather well as a hunter- 
gatherer. 


Мо! The invention of agriculture was for one purpose 
and one purpose only: to save men the trouble involved 
in collecting the many diverse and fiddly ingredients 
necessary for the making of BEER! 


The timing of Sou’Wester is truly auspicious. On this 
date we celebrate the 7,993rd anniversary of the single 
greatest invention in the History of Mankind. On this 
day in 5,999 BC the first Convention Bar opened, in the 
Metropole Hotel, Uruk. And was promptly closed again, 
because they had neglected to geta licence. Because, of 
course, they hadn't been invented yet. 


Sonaturally Mankind's very next invention was the room 
party. Quickly followed by salted nuts, little bags of 
extra-crispy unleavened bread, and the quite disgusting 
pork scratchings. 


Plus, of course, the HANGOVER. 


But that's another story. 





Alternative History! 


Jim Burns 


А proud Mr McAuley demonstrates his recently ac- 
quired vaporetto to an admiring MrJoyce. Mr Joyce 
is, of course, well known for his encyclopædic knowl- 
edge of arcane propulsion systems (quote: “Steam- 
power certainly gets the thumbs up from me!") 


Mr J. Yes as | was saying, Mr McAuley, steam-power 
certainly gets the thumbs up Попа me! 

Mr M. 1 shall be sure to pass your comments on to thee 
Great Engineer, Mr Joyce. In the meantime, I 
should deem it a kindness, sir, if you were to re- 
frain from planting your muddy feet on the dash! 
My apologies, sir! I forget mymanners, so over- 
whelmed am by the thrilling forward rush of the 
device. Of what order of speed is the device ca- 
pable if I may so enquire? 
You may, sir. Though it remains the case that I 
have yet to allow the beast full-rein, 1 confess to 
a slight nervousness with regard to the confident 
manipulation of the velocity-crank and have yet 
to ratchet it forward much beyond the three-quar- 
ters detent. Even so, 1 can claim to have bettered 
20kph, albeit on a slight downhill gradient. 
Мг). ...Remarkable! 
Mr M. Yes, though I should perhaps point out that this is 
a modified example of the device, specially pre- 
pared for me by the people at Mamod. The 
stripped-down, swivelling boiler — to my own 
design, incidentally — reduces the weight con- 
siderably, thereby adding perhaps 5kph to the top 
speed. You may too have noticed the satin- wood 
and brass trim added to the smoke-stack — to my 
special order, as were the seatand the front brake 
— none of these features to be found on the stand- 
ard version of the device. 
A device to be proud of, sir! Reflecting, if I may 
say So, its owner’s discrimination and good taste 
in these matters. But if I may perhaps at this junc- 
ture inject a small note of interested concern to 
the discussion. Have you considered the envi- 
ronmental impact of the device? 

Mr M. Environmental? What pray is "environmental", 

sir? | am unfamiliar with the word. 

Ah! A relief and a blessing tome, Mr McAuley, 
that the concept is one of vhich you remain 
charmingly, indeed enviably ingenuous. For it is 
a word born of naught but the mindless ranting of 
the pitiful Mob — who wouldhave the good men 
of science and engineering flayed alive and would 
plunge us all headlong back into the Dark Ages! 

. A pox on them all, say I! Letus be thankful that 

we live in such an enlightened time and may en- 
joy the benefits bestowed upon us by those men 
of imagination who bring to us such wondrous 
artifacts as this ingenious vaporetto. 

Indeed! You take the words from my mouth Mr 
McAuley. 

Mr M. And now, Mr Joyce — would you be so kind as 
to feed the firebox with someof the wood you'll 
find beneath the seat? 1 fear we are losing for- 
ward momentum... 


Mr J. 


Mr J. 


Mr J. 
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TALTERNATIVE HISTORY © Fm BYRNS 1993 


1993 Hugo Award Winner! 
Science Fiction 


Chronicle 


Has all the Science Fiction, Fantasy & Horror News That Fits! 


Each monthly issue of Andrew Porter’s Science Fiction Chronicle, 
published since 1979, brings you all the news: who’s written what, what 
editors are buying, where artists are showing their work, awards, con- 
ventions, news of fandom, a monthly convention calendar, 550+ book 
reviews a year of US and UK books and small press publications, 
interviews with Mary Gentle, Storm Constantine, Paul McAuley, 
Katharine Kerr, Judith Tarr, others. 

There’s more: 3 US market report updates a year and an annual UK 
market report—the most complete in the field, bar none—for hopeful or 
established writers, letters, Jeff Rovin's S.F.Cinema on the world of 
Hollywood and TV, obituaries, for bookbuyers a monthly Buyer’s 
Guide, in advance, of forthcoming US SF, fantasy and horror titles, with 
prices and covers, from both large and small publishers. Plus, World 
Fantasy and Bram Stoker winning Stephen Jones & Jo Fletcher’s British 
Report, also with many cover repros and photos, keeps you up to date on 
books and events in the UK. 

All in a package that’s attractive and well-designed, with minimal use 
of continued lines. Every issue has a full color artwork cover, featuring 
some of the best artwork in SF and fantasy, by artists including Don 
Maitz, J.K. Potter, Kelly Freas, David Mattingly, Barclay Shaw, others. 

Issues are Airmailed to the UK, so you get them within a week of 
publication. And, they’re sealed in polybags for added protection from 
the Postal authorities. SFC has been a Hugo Award nominee 13 times; 
its editor received Special Committee Awards from both the 1991 World 
SF and the 1992 British Fantasy Conventions. Subscribe today! 


Make cheques payable to ALGOL PRESS; post to: 
Ms. Ethel Lindsay, 69 Barry Rd, Carnoustie Angus DD7 7QQ 
О 1 Year (12 issues) only £25; (12 Years (24 issues) only £47 O Trialissue £3 
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PROCESS - TUST 
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15, YOU OPEN 
YOURSELF TO 


HAVE NO IDEA WHAT 


NOW- THE SECRET 


THE INFINITE - 
x 1 


Answer 


"Where do you 
get your ideas?" 


IT'S À QUESTION 
WRITERS ARE ASKED ALL 
THE TIME. AND WE DON'T 
TELL ANY OF You HOW WE 

GET OUR IDEAS BECAUSE IT'S 
— A SECRET — DEEPLY, 

“Тұ INEXTRICABLY LINKED WITH 
THE ENTIRE CREATIVE 
PROCESS. 
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After that, the infinite offered 
up, in short order... 
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The following Thursday the author received a note from ча 
‘the Infinite, apologising for the interruption in { 
service, and asking if it could have its funny cat-book 

idea back, because there were people who needed it. 


But it was too late. It had already been used as the 


introduction to an anthology of minor Late-Seventeenth 
Century Metaphysical Poets. 





Neil баштап - Alien with a Mission 


Chris Bell 


Let’s face it, it may have been rash of us to invite Neil 
Gaiman to be one of our Guests of Honour. Things hap- 
pen when he’s around, and sometimes they’re as strange 
as if he had written them. Maybe he has. If he's the 
Author, that might explain quite a lot; but since his am- 
bition seems to be recognition as an Agent of Serendip- 
ity, if he is the Author I shall stop worrying so much 
about Life. On the whole Neil seems to be benign. 


It has been said of Neil that he doesn't want to rule the 
world (probably true, because it would take up so much 
time), with the rider "No, he just wants to choose who 
gets the job." That could be a fascinating experience for 
the world, because he doesn't always seem to be quite as 
others are, and his choice might be... um... original. 


There are rumours that he was born, but I'm not sure 
when or where, and I'm not sure that I believe it in any 
case. He probably just hypnotised his family into think- 
ing that he was an ordinary baby. Alternative sugges- 
tions have included the notion that he is one of the Fly- 
ing Dutch, who after however many centuries of roam- 
ing about the globe bemoaning his fate has finally come 
to terms with it and become so laid back about the whole 
business as to be horizontal, particularly on the telephone. 
Some of this theory is certainly valid. Another persist- 
ent idea is that since he is not quite as others are, he is 
perhaps an alien with a mission to observe us at close 
quarters. I can go along with that quite easily as well. 


How advanced his original civilisation might be remains 
open to doubt. They might be a whizz at interstellar 
travel and all that, but Neil's idea of the fastest way from 
Chelsea to East Sussex was via the M4 and M25, on one 
notable occasion. He may not have meant to be here at 
all, if that's the way he navigates. He may have been 
aiming for Andromeda and missed by a degree or two. 
In fact, whilst I don't feel the faintest alarm at the idea of 
his running the world, | do get the abdabs at the thought 
that he might try to steer it anywhere physically, as op- 
posed to spiritually or in the realms of imagination. 


It is well on the cards that we could attribute Sou’ Wester 5 
peregrinations entirely to the fact that we made this par- 
ticular selection of person for a Guest of Honour, given 
some of the journeys in which he’s been involved. 


For instance, how many people do you know who have 
been forced to drive their car off the road and into a dense 
hazel thicket by an angry pigeon? Truth and honour, it 
happened to Neil. What about the aeroplane across the 
States, a scheduled flight, which ran out of fuel in mid- 
State, as it were, and had to land in a hurry at Phoenix, 
Arizona? That was one plane in which he tried to make 
that journey; another shed a door before it ever got to 
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New York, and had to stop home for repairs. Or again, 
there was a trip from London to Bristol via East Sussex, 
when I ended up aking Neil home because we were play- 
ing Mornington Crescent with real stations as we 
searched for Victoria and he said "East Grinstead” so we 
went there, and Neil first of all incapacitated me by tell- 
ing me about the torch song “I’m just а fool who/ thought 
that Cthulhu / could fall in love” while we were doing 
some highly illegal speed in the fast lane, and then pointed 
out that the turning we wanted might well be this one, 
Chris. (If you were the driver in the Cortina when I made 
that left turn I'd like to take this opportunity to apolo- 
gise.) 


That we weren’! all killed on that occasion proves that 
Neil is benign. Haphazard, but benign. 


At some point inthis piece I am probably supposed to be 
giving you all sorts of details about what Neil Gaiman 
has written and done and achieved and so on, but to be 
honest, I think that you can find that out for yourselves, 
and a list of “he has written"s makes dull reading. Ex- 
cellent though his work might be (and it is; he's a very 
fine writer), that isn't the reason we wanted him as a 
guest. We wanted to get him to Sou’ Wester because he's 
such good company, such good value as a person to have 
around. Ideas flow out of the man like the flashes and 
bangs at an Armageddon Enterprises fire work display. 
I'd rather try totell you that, and encourage you to ap- 
preciate the man as well as the work, than go in for a 
bibliography, because I personally would want to listen 
to what he has to say about this, that and t’other thing 
even if he' d never written a word of it down. 


In fact this entire enterprise may have been an exercise 
in futility. Unless you're as good a writer as Neil Gaiman, 
there is no way to convey the essential Neil Gaiman in 
writing. (If you are Neil Gaiman, what are you doing 
skulking in a corner reading this? Get out there and min- 
gle immediatelyand stop making a liarout of me!) How- 
ever, the editorsaid "Do it", and I’m agreat one for only 
obeying orders [Hmmph! — Ed.], so l've tried. What I 
suggest, though, is that 1 stop here, you stop here, and 
we both go and find Neil and buy him a drink. 


Whatever the things that may happen at you after that 
because he's around at Sou’ Wester, I confidently predict 
that when we’ ve all finished weebling and re-sorted our 
world-view, we'll find that they were a good idea. Un- 
expected and slightly skew to reality perhaps, but on the 
whole in our favour. 


ГИ come right out and say it: Neil Gaiman is an Agent of 
Serendipity. 
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= HarperCollinsPublishers 
MM Science Fiction & Fantasy 


If it’s magic you want, read BARBARA HAMBLY, 
Sou’ Westers’s Guest of Honour 


Kyra Peldrin: 

Apprentice-mage, troublemaker 
and feisty heroine, learns that 
you should never mix love and 
magic 

Out now: £4.99 net pb 


THE DARWATH TRILOGY,Barbara Hambly’s 
brilliant first series, reissued now in new covers 
All at £4.99 net pb 


THE BEST... 





= HarperCollinsPublishers 
MM Science Fiction & Fantasy 


Е ICTION 
FANTASY 





If it’s space-travel, wonder and excitement you want, 
here are three of the best: 


ІШІ 
AND JERRY POULINE 


KIMSTANLE 
| COUN GREE Bhat Ng | ROBI NSON 


“If Dickens The stunning sequel to Following the 
had writtena RED MARS, theultimate Classic MOTE IN 
space opera...” in future history. GOD'S EYE 

LOCUS Out now in trade Out now 


Out now paperback £9.99 net pb £5.99 net pb 
£4.99 net pb 


And if you want to be taken 

for a once-in-a-lifetime ride, 
there’s only one way to go: 
ONLY FORWARD, Michael 
Marshall Smith’s brilliant debut 


“Violent, outrageous and witty” 
CLIVE BARKER 


FROM IHE BEST! 








Anime – A Blufers Guide 


Harry Payne 


Anime? Japanese animation to you, squire. Oh, you 
mean manga, right? No, manga are comic books, any- 
thing up to the size of your Yellow Pages, and try stick- 
ing one of those in your VCR. On second thoughts, don’t. 
It would be expensive. 


Anime has been around on video since the early 1980s. 
Admittedly, most of it was mutilated out of all recogni- 
lion and marketed for four-year-old Americans, but a 
surprising amount of it was, and still is, watchable. Rem- 
nants of this "First Wave" can still be found in discount 
stores and out of the way video shops. Happy hunting, 
and if you find a good copy of Space Firebird, ГИ pay 
money for it' 


The "Second Wave" started in 1990, when the Eastercon 
dedicated a fair amount of its film/video programme to 
the genre. Until then, most people didn't know that there 
was a wealth of animation made on the other side of the 
world which wasn't exclusively for children. Despite 
grumbles about poor quality videos, and “robots robots 
‘eH robots”, anime now hasa place in fandom, with 
two major UK cons a year, as well as showings at multi- 
media cons and one-day expos in London. Big business 
also caught on fast, and the end of 1991 saw the release 
of Akira, certainly the best-known and probably one of 
the best examples of modern, adult-oriented animation. 


What was released early on was aimed at 11-19 year-old 
males and mostly of a muchness, containing extreme 
violence, explicit sex and bad language. This was due to 
market research “proving” that this was the only sort of 
anime that would sell. Not surprisingly, there was a back - 
lash from some of society's more conservative elements, 
who made comments as to whether or not the genre 
should be banned, or at the very least made "safe for 
children" again. Fortunately, responsible adults (includ- 
ing James Ferman of the British Board of Film Classifi - 
cation) dismissed this attempt at censorship out of hand. 
However, the reputation remains: Miyazaki Hayao's 
Porco Rosso was rejected by a major UK film distribu- 
tor last year on the grounds that it couldn't be a “manga 
film" (sic) as there was no sex or violence in it' 


It’s now four years on from Eastcon. There are over 50 
anime tapes available over the counter, and more are on 
the way. Small UK companies are releasing different 
types of anime, from the Japanese equivalent of the Sat- 
urday morning cartoon to “shojo” films, which deal Oh 
So Beautifully with bittersweet, unconsummated ro- 
mances, not necessarily between two people of differing 
genders. (“15 that a daisy in your buttonhole, or are you 
just pleased to see me..."). True, there's a quota of robot 
suits and girls with guns to be seen as well, but at least 
it’s more of a balanced diet now. There are also wel- 
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coming signs that the larger distributors are coming round 
to this way of thinking. 


If you're after more than what's for sale in the UK, and 
have a multi-standard VCR which can play US or Japa- 
nese tapes, you've the ticket to a much greater variety of 
anime than the UK could ever hope to provide. It’s very 
big business in the States at the moment, having broken 
into the mainstream market last year, and there are mail- 
order companies prepared to post tapes — or even 
laserdiscs — to the UK. Many US releases are subtitled 
rather than dubbed, and tapes are more expensive than 
over here, but there are far more of them, and it's not 
that difficult reading subtitles. You can even buy anime 
from other EC countries, so if you want to brush up your 
Italian or Spanish you can enjoy yourself at the same 
time, and don’t even need а multi-standard V CR as most 
European countries (except France) use the PAL stand- 
ard. Magazines like Manga Mania and Anime UK will 
give you an idea of what's available overseas. Just one 
word of warning — Customs. These guardians of law 
and order who so nobly protect us from ourselves take a 
very dim view of what they consider to be "obscene" 
and may quite legally seize and destroy anything they 
dislike. Even fromother EC countries, despite so-called 
"free trade". So if you want to get anime from abroad, 
perhaps you should refrain from ordering the uncut 
Urötsokidoji, or anything too explicit which might of- 
fend their delicate sensibilities. 


If that’s frightened you off importing your tapes, here’s 
a short list of UK releases worth looking at. Prices vary; 
check around record and comic shops as well as the usual 
big stores, as well as the dealer tables at this con. You 
may find quite a difference! And, after you've browsed 
through this slim volume, why not pop into the Film/ 
Video room and see what’s showing? 


Ten Anime Releases Worth Looking At 


Akira 

If you don’t know anything about anime, this is a good 
place to start. Incredible visuals and imagery, filmed 
just as if it were live-action, and a totally inscrutable plot 
made this an instant cult film. If you can afford it, go for 
the double-tape box, with the “widescreen” subtitled 
version and extra “making of" tape. 


Bubblegum Crisis 

In the 21st century, four women in powered suits take on 
a megacorporation and their cyborg products. This makes 
the odds about even. Great storyline — Blade Runner 
fans will love it. Eight episodes, one per tape; the sequel 
may be released in 1994. 
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Cat Girl Мики Мики 

When you're a penniless inventor trying to look after 
your only son, and your ex-wife happens to own an arms 
factory and wants him back, he needs a protector. A 
cyborg protector... with a cat's brain! !? She's cute, she's 
fluffy, she’s Nuku-chan! Several episodes; the second 
has perhaps the silliest rubber octopus outside of a 
Harryhausen movie. 


Dominion 

Despite (in my opinion) poor dubbing and an atrociously 
re-worked music score, this everyday story of a police- 
woman and her pet tank versus a criminal mastermind 
and the cat-sisters from Hell is wonderfully tongue in 
cheek. Two tapes: work has started on the sequel in Ja- 
pan. 


The Heroic Legend of Arislan 

Sword-and-sorcery epic with a kingdom at stake. Sev- 
eral hunks for female anime fans to sigh over, as well as 
the usual beautiful women. The plot is standard, but well- 
handled, and English voices make a refreshing change 
from American. Two tapes: more to follow. 


Lensman 

Bearing more resemblance to the Star Wars trilogy than 
EE "Doc" Smith's classic pulps (only fair, as Lucas bor- 
rowed ideas from them!), this is a surprisingly good Space 
Opera. NB: the sell-through release is longer (and bet- 


ter) than the version shown on satellite TV. 


Project A-ko 

Would you believe St. Trinian's versus the Alien Hordes? 
A fast-paced action/comedy which parodies everything 
in sight, from giant robots to American comic charac- 
ters. The script loses something in the dubbing, but it's 
still great fun. 


The Sensualist 

A very striking piece about erotic shenanigans in old 
Japan. Not so much animated, as moving classic prints, 
but very effective, and genuinely erotic as opposed to 
sexually explicit. A refreshing change from most anime 
offerings. 


Warriors of the Wind 

The only anime by Miyazaki Hayao, possibly the great- 
est living animator, currently available in the UK. In 
spite of half an hour having been cut and the original 
storyline having been re- written, this still shines through 
as a classic. 


Wicked City 

A horror film with an interesting and convoluted (but 
very silly) plot about demons from another dimension 
interacting with ours in divers ways. Sex, blood and 
large spiders feature prominently, and the hero has the 
worst chat-up lines ever. 


RED FOX would like to congratulate 


Thog the Mighty 


on his SMASHING achievement in 
becoming Sou’Wester’s only Virtual GoH. 


Chapters of the Official Biography are Legends of Lone Wolf: 
The Book of the Magnakai (complete with stunning colour 


portrait by Peter Jones) and The Birthplace, both £3.99. 


Thog’s amanuensis, John Grant, is in the newsroom and 
will add a nervous signature if requested. 


Thog say: “Athletic ex-bergerker of middling years would like to mert..oopg, wrong ab." 


OE. 
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Xenophobia 


Chris Bell 
Xenophobia: “Fear or hatred of the strange or foreign”. 


The word’s origins are Greek. It comes from much the 
same part of the world as Macedonian, Serbian, Croatian, 
Bosnian. In that region it has recently been horribly 
shown that it is possible, for no reason immediately ob- 
vious to an outsider, to start being violently xenophobic 
towards people with whom you have shared a town, a 
village or a street all your life, with whom you went to 
school, whose children played happily with yours a few 
weeks ago. This terrifies me. If Yugoslavia can frag- 
ment into murderous, xenophobic factions this year, can 
we be sure that the "United" Kingdom might not do the 
same next? We can already look at Ulster (or Northern 
Ireland; I' ve probably given offence to some people by 
using the wrong name) and feel the chill wind down our 
spines. It could be anywhere, any cause: all it needs is 
the wrong nudge and it's out of control before we really 
knew it had started. It’s so easy to teach a child to hate 
and fear — the Gypsy, the Scot, the Jew, the Negro, the 
Queer, they've all been used as bogeymen. Апу old Them 
will do. 


Xenophobia: I fear it and I hate it, but is it really all that 
strange or foreign? 


A fanzine had an all-male authorship issue, followed by 
an all-female one. The clichéd Martian observing Earth 
and wondering what the hell goes on might be excused 
for thinking we have two entirely separate species, Man 
and Woman. Or Men and Wimmin. | look at George 
Elliot and at Acton, Ellis and Currer Bell, or 1 read some 
work in the first person singular with a female protago- 
nist but written by a man, and I honestly can't see that it 
matters worth a damn what the sex of the author is if the 
work is worth reading. But one species or sex feels for 
some reason threatened by the other because it is differ- 
ent, and regards itas strange or foreign to such an extent 
that fear or hatred is the only possible response. Phrases 
such as "just like a woman" or "what do you expect of a 
тап” start to be used, pejoratively. Wild generalisations 
hit the fan. Sensitive men are driven to drink because 
"all men are potential rapists" and they find the idea of 
rape horrific; strong women try to leam to simper and 
blush because “тпеп are threatened by competence in a 
woman”. It’s absurd, isn't it? The amount of despising 
of each other (and of ourselves) we are tricked into sad- 
dens me. 


Xenophobia, you see. Well, isn't it? 


Then there was the conversation at a BSFA meeting 
where an apposite quotation came to me, and it happened 
to be part of a song, so I sang it. Nothing wrong with 
that, you'd think, except perhaps my voice? But the re- 
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action I got was, "Filking! Hike it! Just don’t let that lot 
over by the bar hear you..." And he was quite right. The 
mass of lit'ry fans by the bar might not have lynched 
me, but they would have thought the less of me for it if 
they'd noticed what | was doing: my credibility as а se- 
rious member of fandom would have been badly dented. 
Late one night at the 1993 Mexicon a bunch of people 
were heard to Sing, and they were still being ribbed about 
it the following evening; it was talked about in "I thought 
better of X" terms for the rest of the con. 


Xenophobia: a mild form of it, perhaps, but still xeno- 
phobia. 


You're а fanzine fan; l'm a filker. You're into gaming; 
I'm keen on tech. You make the costumes; I watch the 
films. You run conventions; | read books. How much 
understanding and sympathy do we have for each other 
and for each other's interests? Be honest: were you one 
one of the people sneering at a con committee's lack of 
organisation — fromthe safety of the bar? Or who aimed 
a mini-barrage at the tech crew — who work their socks 
Off for all our benefitatevery con andusually don't even 
get thanked by name at the closing ceremony? Was it 
you who said "We don't dress up like that at this conven- 
tion” to a costumed lady ata гу con, just to make sure 
she felt really good about how she looked? Perhaps you 
were the comix-fan neo who walked into a fan room and 
was asked "And who are you?" in a tone which sent you 
scurrying out again to escape from the hostility you were 
facing? 


Xenophobia. “Еу, it’s a stranger — ‘eave "alf a brick at 
"imt" 


You'd think that fandom would be more tolerant of the 
strange than any group of people in the world. We ought 
to be accustomed to it, after all — intellectually if noth- 
ing else. We spend at least some of our time reading 
books about alien cultures, watching films about first 
contact, speculating... We've all daydreamed about what 
we would do if They landed in our back garden: we would 
be undisgusted by their weird form, we would offer peace 
and friendship, we would be wonderful and welcoming 
Representatives of our Species. Tolerance would be our 
watchword. We know that it would be idiotic to assume 
that an alien would only be interested in raping, enslav- 
ing or eating us; away with Starship Troopers — we have 
grown out of such hawkish rubbish; remember instead 
Speaker for the Dead and Memoirs of a Spacewoman. 


Га love to believe that one of fandom would be an ideal 
First Contact for an alien who'd run out of propulsion 
fluid in the area. My bet, alas, is that any one of us would 
be just as prone to unthinking, terrified aggression as 
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any Joe Public Mundane, and that the alien would wish 
fervently that it had checked the fuel-gauge before it got 
anywhere near good ol’ Sol. 


If we can't even get it together to tolerate each other's 
little foibles, what possible hope can we have that we'd 
cope at all with something really out of this world? 


What would happen if that alien were so tasteless as to 
like Star Trek, or if it were wearing a Slave-Boy-of-Gor 
costume, or arrived brandishing a pair of dodecahedral 
dice? Suppose that it were (shudder) Male? or Female? 


Xenophobia. That's what would happen. Galloping fear 
and loathing. 


We can congratulate each other and ourselves all we like 
about our decent, tolerant outlook; it doesn't cut any ice 
when the actuality doesn't bear out the boasts. I have a 
badge which says “Ве kind to Mundanes — they can’t 
help и”. I just wish sometimes that we could be a little 
less bitchy to each other as well. “Ве kind to Fans — 
they can't help it", perhaps? 


There are large sections of fandom with which I seem to 
have very little in common, and which for a long time I 
ignored or avoided. 1 don't have much to do with 
fanzines; I’ve not had any prose published profession- 
ally; I don't have а TV, and I don't go to the cinema; I 
can't sew, so costuming's out. I’ve never played a D&D 
game in my life; I'm not technically-minded; I don't read 
comix; I can't draw, so forget the Art Show; I don't have 
а decent singing voice and can't play an instrument. 


Yet in spite of these handicaps there are people I like 
very much indeed who are fanzine fans, lit'ry fans, au- 
thors, media fans, Trekkers, Masquerade fanatics, 
gamers, members of the tech crew, comix readers and 
writers, artists, filkers — even conrunners. What though 
they're rattling their too-many-sided dice, or wearing two 
small bits of chamois leather and a big grin and nothing 
else, or scribbling down chance remarks for inclusion in 
their next book, or convincing me that I really want to 
do Hotel Liaison for an Eastercon? These people are 
good company, and I want to go on liking them even if 
half the time I don't know what they're wittering on 
about. Think what I'd be missing if I had dismissed them 
sight unseen just because they weren’t exactly like me 
and with all the same interests. 


Xenophobia: it’s a dirty word. 


I'd be really happy if one day we could manage to be as 
sympathetic and tolerant of other people in fandom what- 
ever their gender or interests, as we like to think we would 
be of a ten-foot-tall FTL-travelling arachnid at the bot- 
tom of our garden. Let's all try it just for one year. After 
we've got into practice on fans we might extend it to 
mundanes, and after that, maybe to the really unspeak- 
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able. If we work at it very hard indeed we might even 
contrive to be civil to Welsh rugby supporters. 


No, no, I’m not being prejudiced, really. You see, I live 
in Bristol, and these guys come over the bridge from 
Cardiff and they don’t even need a passport and they 
sing about kitchen utensils in a funny language when the 
band are trying to play jazz in the pub and they drink too 
much and... 


Hang on a minute. There was a Welshman at the last- 
but-one con I wasat. He watched a Rugby International 
all Saturday afternoon, but he was really quite human. 
You nevercantell what might be hiding behind the label 
you've pinned on somebody's front like a target to fire 
your hostility at. 


Xenophobia is silly luggage to carry, as well as being 
dangerous. 


[An earlier version of this article appeared in 
Thingumbob; thanks to Chuck Connor for permission 
10 rework it.] 





GREETINGS 
AND 
BEST WISHES 


from 


Joyce. & Ken Slater 


(Just in case we don't make it) 
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N° 157 Holloway Road. London N7 8LX, England 


Ло to Blame - The Committee and Others 


Commodore: Marcus Streets 

Chairman. Will be recognisable by his fine head of red hair 
and by his worried expression. Marcus’s job is not to know 
anything himself but to know whom to blame for it. He will 
point out the committee member you need, whatever your 
problem. Little does he know that as one man, woman and 
BEM the committee will instantly blame him. Heh-heh- 
heh... 

Marcus was notably on the committee for Reconnaissance; 
he spent the entire year before the con in another country. 
This time his immense sense of responsibility has kept him 
pinned in England — or maybe it was getting married just 
after the committee got together that did it. 

Marcus has been carefully kept unaware that it is possi- 
ble for the chairman of the committee to resign. 


Bo’sun: Rhodri James 

Programming. Will be recognisable by his benign, bearded 
and bespectacled appearance, calculated to soothe the anx- 
ious fan by its familiarity (at the last census 87% of fandom 
had beards and glasses) and by his vaguely concerned ex- 
pression. Rhodri’s most important function is to spread calm 
and reassurance, to the committee in particular and to any- 
one else who wanders into his ambient orbit in general. If 
all else fails, he could probably sing us into submission. 

Rhodri went to his first convention in 1985 and became 
involved in conrunning in 1987. He joined a committee for 
the first time in 1988, and chaired his first committee at Illu- 
mination in 1991. He has also perpetrated fanzines on a 
regular(ish) basis. 

Rhodri joined the committee too late to get into the queue 
for resignation. Not to be left out, however, he claims to 
have resigned fleetingly at Novacon, as a result of being too 
close to the Intersection desk. 


Purser: Ben Brown 

Treasurer. Will be recognisable by his name badge, which 
will say "Ben Brown"; by the fact that he will not be carry- 
ing a petty cash box nor even a chest full of doubloons; and 
by his expression, which has gone past worry tobemusement. 
Ben is in charge of telling us what we can't afford and why, 
and generally of restraining the other members of the com- 
mittee's wilder and more expensive flights of fancy. 

Ben juggles vast sums of other people's money for a trade, 
and predicts what they will do; he has previously done the 
same thing for conventions too. Last we heard, he was mut- 
tering that it might be easier just to charge Sou’ Wester to his 
credit card and sort out the details afterwards. Confidence- 
inspiring, that. 

Ben resigned from the committee for a year, but he didn't 
tell anybody; and since we obviously couldn't do without 
him he eventually came back. 


Quartermaster: Chris Bell 

Membership and Hotel Liaison. Will be recognisable by the 
symbiotic black corduroy cap and by being a worried ex- 
pression moving rapidly in at least three directions at once. 
Her business at the convention is to sort out any queries and 
crises about whether or not you have joined the con, and 
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whether or not you have a bed to sleep in, and if you do, 
where it is. 

Chris fell into fandom by accident at Santacon in 1986, 
via running a small publishing house, and has been to every 
Eastercon since. As a dress-rehearsal for being on the 
Sou'Wester committee she co-chaired Pentatonic, the fifth 
annual filk con; other than that she has no fannish creden- 
tials whatsoever, and has never even stood an ops shift in 
her life, but reckons that several hundred fans and a few 
hotels cannot be more awkward to organise than two artists 
and a printer were. 

Chris is planning to resign from the committee as soon as 
she has enough time spare from sorting out all the beds and 
bods to be able to spend five minutes thinking up а good 
excuse. 


Chief Petty Officer: Gary Stratmann 

Ops. May be recognisable by his combat gear — Take This 
Seriously! Do Not Annoy This Man! — and by his being а 
worried expression happening Suddenly. Gary would like 
to point out that once he has been bought a drink he accepts 
the buyer as "friend", may wag his tail, and will not bite, 
fold, spindle or mutilate said buyer for the time being. (Drink 
also helps deal with the worried expression.) Gary's func- 
tionis to move in a mysterious way performing wonders. In 
more general terms he seems to be in charge of everything 
that nobody else did. 

It seems somehow fitting that Gary's introduction to 
fandom in 1979 should have been that he was blown across 
a quadrangle at his university by an early effort of Hugh 
Mascetti's in the Total Destruction of the Universe stakes. 
It is typical of Gary that this experience in no way put him 
off, and he seems to have been helping to run conventions 
ever since. 

Gary didn't resign from the committee, but he got mar- 
ried instead, which was nearly as effective since it meant 
that we didn’t see him at nine successive meetings... 


Naval Attaché: Sue Edwards 

Guest Liaison. Will be recognisable by the fact that she is 
the Quiet member of the committee, and by her expression 
of gentle worry. Sue's job is to soothe the ruffled guest. 
Since nobody could possibly want to upset her, and since 
she will be very upset if anything goes wrong, nothing is 
going to go wrong. That's the basis on which the rest of the 
committee are working, anyhow. 

Sue has been attending conventions for years, but so un- 
obtrusively that none of the rest of the committee can pin 
down when and where they first met her; they just know that 
it was a good thing when they did. 

She watched the resigning with resignation. (And resig- 
nation.) (And resignation.) (And resignation.) (And resig- 
nation.) 


Flag Lieutenant: David V Barrett 

Publicity and Publications. Will be recognisable by the print- 
er's ink under everyone else's fingernails, and by his wor- 
ried expression. This man has been in charge of persuading 
people to write things for the Programme Book, persuading 
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people to take out advertisements in the Programme Book, 
persuading people to give us free advertising, persuading 
people to send authors to join us, and so forth. He will prob- 
ably be found in the bar “liaising” with the people he has 
already conned into doing things for the convention. 

David once edited Vector, and has been involved in other 
such nefarious activity, but this is his first venture into the 
heady world of conrunning. 

David resigned from the committee with great formality, 
in writing, copies to everybody he could think of, on the 
grounds that he was too busy to do a decent job for us. We 
ignored him and held the next committee meeting at his 
house: whereupon he revealed that he had just sent out 70- 
something letters and wanted more letterhead pronto, and 
started to discuss the Programme Book. 


Sparks: Richard Rampant 

Tech Crew Boss. Will be recognisable by the fact that his 
hair is meant to be standing on end and thereby giving hima 
worried expression. Any other resemblance to Sonic the 
Hedgehog is likely to be deliberate; Richard is the wrong 
shape to do a convincing job, however, standing as he does 
‘about six foot six tall and six inches wide. 

Richard is now something of an expert on running tech at 
the Adelphi: he gets lumbered every time. Buy him a drink; 
buy all the tech crew a drink: each. Lots of drinks: each. 
They won't drink them, of course, not when they are play- 
ing with umpty-fidget-£££s-worth of tech gear, but they like 
to feel appreciated and cherished. 

Not being actually on the committee, Richard is not eligi- 
ble for resignation, has not resigned, and is not resigned. 


Land Officer: Caroline Mullan 

Registration. Will be recognisable by her sheer efficiency, 
and by her total inability to maintain a properly worried ex- 
pression. 

Caroline's business is to take the chaotic trilocationary 
information provided by Chris and use it to ensure that every 
member of the convention gets given the right membership 
pack immediately upon arrival, without undue fuss or bother. 
Her secondary function is to dispel and dissipate alarm and 
despondency. Since she has been doing these things for con- 
ventions for a number of years, she can be trusted to get 
them right. 

So far Caroline has shown no inclination to resign. So 
far. We're just hoping it'll stay that way until Monday 
evening. 


Coxswain: Kari 
Green Room Manager. Will be recognisable by her splen- 
did dress sense and by her having carefully cultivated a wor- 
пей expression in order to fit in with everyone else. She is 
in charge of getting people to where they are meant to be, ог 
at any rate of causing this to happen, with effortless ease. 
Kari has been being quietly efficient at conventions for 
what seems to have been a long time, but can’t have been 
really unless she started running the things in her cradle. 
Having signed up once, Kari is not going to re-do it; she 
doesn’t believe in repeating her effects. 
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Sergeant of Marines: Јоћп Harold 
Head of Security. Will not be recognisable. 

John’s function is to appear behind you, silently, sort out 
the trouble and then vanish before you notice that he’s ar- 
rived. 

Not eligible for resignation. 


Supercargo: Mark Plummer 

Dealers’ Room Supremo. Will be recognisable by а resem- 
blance to Lavengro, including the casually knotted bandana 
and flashing eyes and teeth, and by the ferociously concemed 
expression. 

Mark is in charge of making sure that anyone who has 
some thing that they wish to sell at the conventionis brought 
into contact with persons who potentially wish (о buy the 
artifacts to be vended; and he isn’t even on to a percentage. 
Definitely a candidate for being bought a drink. 

Mark is not eligible for resignation, but he feels it anyway. 


Artificer: Tom Abba 
Art Show Supremo. Will be recognisable by the fuct that he 
is likely to be wearing a sillier hat than that of Chris, and by 
an expression not so much worried as incisively bemused. 
Not only will Tom put pictures on display, and organise 
getting them auctioned if such is the desire of the artists, ће 
has also produced the fliers for Sou’ Wester over the past 18 
months. At Helicon he was responsible for the Bear in a 
Box and irresponsible for as much else as he could manage 
in the time available. 
Tom would not dare tory to resign: the Other Bear might 
Get him. 


Officer of the First Watch: Tim Broadribb 

Film Show Supremo. Will be recognisable by his watchful 
expression. Tim watches everything: more so if it has 
sprocket holes down the sides, more so if it's female, pre- 
sumably most so if it's female and with sprocket holes down 
the sides. 

His business is to show the films. Show them what, he 
hasn't toldus. We trust him, anyway; he’s done this before, 
just a few times... 

Tim is not eligible for resignation, and if he tried we would 
despair. 


Officers of the Second Watch: Harry Payne & David Row 
Video programming. Will be recognisable by theantisocial 
hours they feel obliged to keep, and by the benignand there- 
fore worrying expressions. Their function is to show more 
and more, and more and more diverse, videos, and to keep 
the members of the convention busy and happy апа off the 
streets at times when all elsewhere is chaos or closed, de- 
pending. 

Neither of them would dream of trying to resign: the mad 
impulsive fools were (shh) volunteers!! 


Pirate Parrot Princess: Pat Silver 

Not On the Committee. Pat was on the Follycon committee, 

and has provided advice, computer programs, scrap paper, 

more advice, suggestions, dire warnings and other essen- 

tials including tea (or rather coffee) and sympathy. 
Patresigned from the committee early and often, and made 

a home run. 
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British Easter Conventions 


Early conventions 
1937 Leeds 
1938 London 
1939 London 


1943 Leicester Midvention 
1944 London Eastercon 

Eastercons 

1 1948 London Whitcon Bertram Chandler 

2 1949 London Loncon 

* 95] London Festivention Forrest Ackerman, Lyell Crane 

3 1952 London Loncon 

4 1953 London Coroncon 

5 1954 Manchester Supermancon John Russell Feam 

6 1955 Ketlering Cytricon 

7 1956 Kettering Cytricon II 

8 1957 Kettering Cytricon Ш 

9 1958 Kettering Cytricon IV 

10 1959 Birmingham Brumcon 

ІІ 1960 . London Ted Carnell, Don Ford 

12 1961 Gloucester LXIcon Kingsley Amis 

13 1962 Harrogate Ronvention Tom Boardman 

14 1963 Peterborough Bullcon Edmund Crispin 

15 1964 Peterborough Repetercon EC Tubb 

16 1965 Birmingham Brumcon II Harry Harrison 

17 1966 Yarmouth Yarcon Ron Whiting 

18 1967 Bristol Briscon John Brunner 

19 1968 Buxton Thirdmancon Ken Bulmer 

20 1969 Oxford Galactic Fair Judith Merril 

21 1970 | London Seacon’70 James Blish 

22 1971 Worcester Eastercon 22 Anne McCaffrey, Ethel Lindsay 

23 1972 Chester Chessmancon Larry Niven 

24 1973 Bristol OMPAcon Samuel R Delany 

25 1974 Newcastle Tynecon Bob Shaw, Peter Weston 

26 1975 Coventry Seacon Harry Harrison 

27 1976 Manchester Mancon 5 Robert Silverberg, Peter Roberts 

28 1977 Coventry Eastercon 77 John Bush 

29 1978 Heathrow Skycon Robert Sheckley, Roy Kettle 

30 1979 Leeds Yorcon Richard Cowper, Graham & Pat Chamock 

31 1980 Glasgow Albacon Colin Kapp, Jim Barker 

32 1981 Leeds Yorcon П lan Watson, Tom Disch, Dave Langford 

33 1982 Brighton Channelcon Angela Carter, John Sladek 

34 1983 Glasgow Albacon И James White, Marion Zimmer Bradley, Avedon 
Carol 

35 1984 Brighton Seacon’84 Roger Zelazny, Chris Priest, Pierre Barbet, 
Josef Nesvadba, Waldemar Kumming 

36 1985 Leeds Yorcon Ш Greg Benford, Linda Pickersgill 

37 1986 Glasgow Albacon ІП Joe Haldeman, John Jarrold 

38 1987 Birmingham BECCON'87 Keith Roberts, Chris Atkinson 

39 1988 Liverpool Follycon Gordon Dickson, Gwyneth Jones, Len Wein, 
Greg Pickersgill 

40 1989 Jersey Contrivance M John Harrison, Anne McCaffrey, Don 
Lawrence, Avedon Carol, Rob Hanson 

4| 1990 Liverpool Eastcon Iain Banks, SMS, Anne Page 

42 1991 Glasgow Speculation Rob Holdstock 

43 1992 Blackpool Illumination Geoff Ryman, Paul McAuley, Pam Wells 

44 1993 Jersey Helicon George RR Martin, John Brunner, Karel Thole, 
Larry van der Putte 

45 1994 Liverpool Sou'Wester Diane Duane, Neil Gaiman, Barbara Hambly, 


Peter Morwood, Thog the Mighty 


NB Eastercons were held over Whitsun until 1955 when they moved to Easter. Festivention was tied in with the Festival of 
Britain and is not numbered as an Eastercon. 
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Mornington Crescent Tournament Rules 


It has come to our attention that an attempt may be made 
to repeat the Worthington Manœuvre, in the run up to the 
turn of the century. Teams are warned that this will lead 
to instant disqualification, and blacklisting of the indi- 
viduals concerned. 


In order to render this folly less practicable, we have 
decided to take up the suggestion made last year by the 
Jade team and to open play by Local Rules. After a cer- 
tain amount of heated discussion the local has been se- 
lected: The Bull at Goring. Since the only available clean 
copy of these rules is in the hands of the Landlord, pho- 
tostats will be made available to teams on application 
and on payment of a small fee. 


Rule 17 remains inviolate, as always. In addition, the 
optional straddle has been included, unless it is 
transpontine. Paschal Rules come into force as usual at 
midnight on April 2nd/3rd. 


After consultation with our typesetters we have elected 
to adopt Biffin's Foible to prevent the unauthorised anti- 
aliasing during play. However responding to the recent 
EC Directive, and in order that play should continue to 
abide by the terms of the amendment to the Geneva Con- 
vention, Biffin's Foible may only be permitted in excep- 
tional circumstances, or in the event of a tie — provided 
that the tie contains no man-made fibres or amusing rep- 
resentations of popular cartoon characters. 


We want a nice, clean game, with no gouging or biting, 
please, teams. There will be penalties. 


CAIN 





The Eastercon’s 
dealer in the 






К "ће absurd is back with а 
а= new range including - 

- Cuddly Dinosaurs - 

- Cardboard Clocks - 

- Conjuring Tricks - 


and the(UN)USUAL HISTORICAL 


TREASURES, CHESS SETS, GAMES, 
GIFTS, TOYS & ODDITIES available at 
the TIME TRAVELLERS’ EMPORIUM, 
GRANARY WHARF, LEEDS and 
HALIFAX ROAD, DEWSBURY 





Preparing the Programme 
Rhodri James 


The first thing I did on taking over programming duties 
a year and a half ago was to decide what sort of pro- 
gramme I wanted. The committee gave me a fairly free 
hand in the matter, and approved of my choice of an un- 
ambitious, balanced, traditional Eastercon programme. 
There would be items on SF and Fantasy literature, on 
ТУ and films, on fandom and fanzines, on science, on 
gaming, and all the rest of the normal lucky dip. To 
achieve this, I then picked a subcommittee which, 1 
hoped, was also balanced, unambitious and traditional. 
Well, one out of three wasn’t too bad. 


The programming subcommittee I finally settled on con- 
sisted of myself, Michael Abbott, John Dallman, Sue 
Edwards, Claire Goodall, Robert Maughan, Kari Maund 
and Linda Stratmann, all of whom deserve thanks for 
keeping me on the tracks and being generally wonderful 
workers. Between us we adequately covered books, com- 
ics, films, TV, writing, gaming, filking, fanzines, con- 
ventions, science, history and literature, as well as pro- 
viding links to Green Room, Ops and Guest Liaison. This 
meant that we were able to brainstorm over the whole 
area of SF and fandom, and produce a programme that 
worked as a whole rather than as a collection of bits. 


The committee initially set the twin themes of Travel 
and Change to drive our deliberations. Whilst these did 
generate a few ideas, they didn't capture the imagina- 
tion of the subcommittee. More interesting, we felt, was 
the idea of asking future cons to run an item forus. We 
were emphatic, however, that these should be real items 
Of genuine interest to Eastercon goers, not just adverts 
for conventions. The committees that we approached 
were quite enthusiastic about the whole idea, and soon 
started throwing programme items back at us. Even the 
mighty machinery of Intersection set to work on new 
ideas as well as the items that we had already talked them 
into. Someday I may reveal the details of Martin 
Easterbrook's obsession with porridge... 


Many ideas died still-born, of course. A few ideas for 
playing with generation ships never reached the first 
generation, nor did the modelling workshop. An item 
on whether Economics could work didn't. We missed 
our chance to get the BBC to come and be grilled. And 
I never did work out what to do with the fascinating title 
"The Inverted World And Other Mobile Homes." 
Equally, various people did suggest items to us which, 
wonder of wonders, fitted neatly with existing holes in 
the programme. 


There is surprisingly little flexibility in the programme 
of an average Eastercon, particularly in a hotel like the 
Adelphi in which you cannot run many programme 
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streams. Your evenings come mapped out for you: Fri- 
day has the Filk Concert, Saturday has the Masquerade 
and Disco, Sunday has the Awards Ceremony and Ban- 
quet or Cabaret, Monday has the Dead Dog Party. You 
can change any of these, but notlightly; fandom has be- 
come fond of its spectaculars, and does not take kindly 
to their absence. The remaining time in the afternoon is 
quickly eaten into by the obligatory Opening and Clos- 
ing Ceremonies, Gripe Session, Art Auction, major Guest 
of Honour items which should not be programmed 
against, and so on. Taken all inall, there are not many 
programme-hours left in the day, and when you start try- 
ing to balance the programme so that similar items do 
not clash, you quickly find yourself running out of ma- 
noeuvring room. 


Eventually everything settled down, and by early De- 
cember we had a good approximation of the final pro- 
gramme. It turned outto be rather heavier on literary SF 
then I had intended, and light on comics and media items. 
There was clearly a little tinkering left to do, a few items 
to be swapped about for better effect or to avoid sched- 
uling the same person on consecutive hours, and so on. 
The usual boring mechanics. 


Enter Dave Clements, cackling. You must have heard of 
the grant that Dave, Amanda Baker and John Bray prised 
out of the Office of Science and Technology for the pur- 
pose of getting eminent scientists to conventions. As 
Dave Langford was heard to murmur at the time, the 
smallest Cabinet Office grant attracted the largest amount 
of publicity, as Dave Clements was interviewed on the 
radio four or five times in three days. This grant had to 
be spent by the end of the financial year, so logically 
Sou’ Wester became the major beneficiary. 


You can imagine the effect of this on our nearly finished 
programme. Mild devastation followed at the next few 
subcommittee meetings as parts of the programme were 
bumped into smaller and smaller rooms to make enough 
space for scientific items, which had to be picked care- 
fully to avoid unbalancing the whole programme. The 
further revelation that a number of members of World 
SF would be at the Eastercon caused relatively little chaos 
by comparison. 


Since this article is being written in late January, I still 
don't know whether the final programme will confirm 
to my original ideas, nebulous as they were. I think it 
will come quite close. I hope that it will encourage dif- 
ferent areas of fandom to meet and mix with each other, 
breaking down some of the comfortable but oh-so-de- 
structive ghetto walls. How do vou think it went? 
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TAKE YOUR MIND ТО 
PLACES ITS NEVER BEEN 





WITH TWO NEW EPIC TRADE PAPERBACKS 


MARION STEPHAN 
ZIMMER BRADLEY GRUNDY 
THE FOREST HOUSE RHINEGOLD 


Plus buy a copy of either book and get £2.50 off the other 
- each book contains a £2.50 voucher towards the purchase of the other 


Available from all good bookshops from 31 March price £9.99 each 





MICHAEL JOSEPH 
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520A 
175A 
410A 
BA 
157A 
407A 
56A 
477A 
174A 
522A 
338A 
282A 
550A 
154P 
333A 
187A 
633A 
156A 
696A 
BA 
557A 
396A 
563A 
667A 
513A 
215A 
214A 
134A 
66КА 
3395 
352А 
KOP 
22А 
292A 
494A 
43КА 
627A 
693A 
535A 
ЗЗА 
74А 
1225 
577А 
326А 
482A 
468A 
283A 
3C 
ПА 
IC 
ВА 
75A 
453A 
541A 
403A 
327A 
206A 
448A 
449A 
69A 
47Р 
2988 
253А 
312A 
293P 
472A 
164P 
409A 
408A 
19A 
598A 
218A 


Sharon Sbarsk y 
Tom Schcelings 
Alison Scott 
Mary Scott 

Mike Scott 

Bob Shaw 

Moira Shearman 
Janet Shepherd 
Jean Sheward 
Brian Shiels 

Ken Shinn 

Linda Shipman 
Mike Siddall 

Pat Silver 

Sioux 

Joyce Slater 

Ken F.Slater 
Mark Slater 
Frank R.Smith 
Jesshelmina Fire-Hydrant Smith 
Maggie Smith 
Dan Smithers 
Jane C.Smithers 
Smitlet 

Smitty 

Christine Smythe 
Colin Smythe 
Snart 

Adrian Snowdon 
Kate Soley 

Кас Solomon 
Тай Sorensen 
Øystein Sørensen 
Are Sorli 

Liz Sourbut 
Chris Southern 
Jenny Southern 
Spanner 

Simon Spanton 
George Spary 
Maurcen Speller 
Gary Starr 
James Steel 
Helen Steele 
Andrew Stephenson 
Susan Stepney 
Alys Sterling 
Jason Stevens 
Savourna Stevenson 
Barbara Stewart 
John Stewart 
David Stewart 
Martin Stewart 
Paul A.Stewart 
Billy Stirling 
Michael W.Stonc 
Lars Strandberg 
Gary Stratmann 
Linda Stratmann 
Marcus Streets 
Кас Streets 
Charles Stross 
Bryan Talbot 
Mary Talbot 
Dave Tamlyn 
Alyson Taylor 
Graham Taylor 
lan Taylor 
Kathy Taylor 
Teddy 

Tenayn 

Mr. Theophilus 
Carys Thomas 
Dave Thomas 
Sue Thomas 
Manda Thompson 
Peter-Fred Thompson 
Dawn Thorley 
Paul Thorley 
Tibs 

Tich 

Helen Tidswell 


Tigger 

Ellen Timincy 

Ron Tiner 

Herca hiTlashu 
Deborah Tomptinson 
Angelique van Toom 
Kces van Toom 

The Tourist 

Ivan Towlson 

Barry Traish 

John Trasler 
Rosemary Time Traveller 
Time Travellers 

Mike Travis 

Chris Ticgenza 

Neal Tringham 
Nicnna Tromlin 
Manin Tudor 

Helen Tumer 

Peter Tyers 

ОТЕ. 

Nico Veenkamp 
Marion van der Voort 
Richard van der Voort 
David B.Wake 

Nick Watker 

Mark Walling 
Benedict Walmisley 
Huw Walters 

Steve Walters 

Jo Walton 

Ken "The Penguin" Walton 
Christine Ward 
Edward Ward 

Danic Warc 

Peter Wareham 

Freda Warrington 
Woad Warrior 

Tim the Watcher 

lan Watson 

Judy Watson 

Pam Wells 

Patty Wells 

Мак West 

Karen Westhead 
Kathy Westhead 
Mike Westhead 

Peter Westhead 
Alison Weston 
Eileen Weston 

Peter Weston 

Susan Weston 

Sarah Whale 

Elda Wheeler 
Alastair Wheeler-Reid 
John Whelan 

Mike Vhitake- 
James White 

Barban Whittingham 
Kim Whysall 
Charles A.Whyte 
J.F.Wiggell 

Colin Wightman 
Bridge Wilkirson 
Conrad Williams 





Matt Williams 
Robert Willians 
Ncil Williamson 
Carol Willis 
Phil Willis 
Dave Wood 
Anne Woodford 
Øyvin Wormnes 
Ben Yilow 
Mark Young 
Zatra 

Zum! 

ZFMO 





VENTURE INTO 


OTHER WORLDS 


‘He has the ability to blend — A beautiful collection of 
real objects into imaginary . ae David Delamare's vibrant 
landscapes, evoking and mysteriously exhilarating 
the ‘sense of wonder.’ paintings of mermaids and 
Arthur C. Clarke j С | other fantastical creatures. 
£10.95 Limpback Do £10.95 Limpback 
1 85028 267 6 ` 3 ve 3 1 85028 249 8 


An evocative collection of full-colour 
paintings in poster-size from one of the 
world’s top fantasy artists, 


£12.95 Limpback 1 85028 205 6 


Available in bookshops or from Dragon’s World Ltd, 26 Warwick Way, 
London SW1V 1RX. Tel: 071-976 5477. 
PELE = м 2. шешә E Mo erede 
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oou Wester 


would like to thank everyone 


who came to the convention. 











— 


